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VrilKT 8HA.LL HAPPEN THIS TEAR T 


« Do you think the war will soon end ? ** “ Have yo\ ‘ 

some friends at the seat of war?*' we asked. With a look * 
of anguish she replied, ** Oh yes, ma'am, my beloved hus- 
band is there,. and I fear he will never return to me and 
this dear boy. The only hope we have is, that the prayers 
of those at home will be heard for him.” What British 
mother’s heart does not beat more quickly when she hears 
the words, ** Intelligence from the scat of war ? ** * 

We commence our volume this year with unusual 
solemnity. The ordinary quiet of our native laud is 
suspended. On every side resounds the disturbances 
arising from horrid war.” Fearful scenes are enacting, in 
which our countrymen arc compelled to take a prominent 
part. Hearths and homes, once so peaceful, are scenes of 
woe and desolation. The widow and the fatherless sit 
mourning over their sad deprivations, while multitudes 
watch with intense agony the published missives from the 
battle-field. Can the “Mothers* Friend” remain un- 
moved ? Our great concern is to help the anxious mothbr, 
and to minister to minds diseased. We humbly hope the 
volume we now commence may, beneath the Divine bless- 
ing, tend tc soothe and guide the minds of those so deeply 
concerned in the present struggle. While the flower of 
our countrymen are standing before the cruel enemy and 
many of them falling like the leaves of autumn,' is it not a 
time to send up petitions to the God of battles, that our 
fathers, brothers, and sons may be shielded by Him ? 
Yes ; and that those who are daily falling may be meetened 
for*iieaven. Mothers 1 fellow-teachers! with renewed de- 
terminatiqp let us train the young spirits committed to our 
care, to serve under the banner of the Cross, telling them 
often of Him who would that men should live and love as 
brethren, learning war i>o more, but doing the will of Him 
Who is in truth the Prince of Peace. So let us commence 
the New. Year. 
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NEW YEAR’S DAY, 

** The bell strikes one. We take no note of time, 

But from its loss. To gi\e it then a tongue. 

Is \vise in mail. As if an angel spoke, 

I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright, 

It is the knell of my departed hours. 

Where are they 

“ Come to this seat, dear Lucy, at my right hand ; and 
Edward, my boy, come opposite to your mother.” As the 
speaker wa^ed liis liand, a tali, slender figure advanced, 
clad in the sable robes of a widow. She tried to* look 
cheerful, but as she took her seat at thci^iglit hand of her 
father-in-law, a venerable man witli si]\er locks and a 
melancholy countenance, a close obserter might have dis- 
covered a tear streaming down the widow’s check. 

Lucy Angus had not been accustomed to fill the seat 
now assigned to her at the dinner-table on New Year’s Days. 
It bad been filled for ton years by her husband, the eldest 
sou of this large family, who was now in a world where 
time is not measured. Lucy felt the kindness of Mr, 
Angus in requesting her to fill his scat to-day, and her 
little son to fill the one she had been wont te have. She 
knew it was that she might not see another in the chair 
her husband called his own ; and that she might remember, 
while looking on the face of her boy, that she had still 
something to live for. Every little delicate attention is 
felt by a widow’s desolate heart. The dinner passed in 
comparati^ c silence ; all that group were sorrowful in the 
recollection of the events of the past year. One member 
of the family had been sudddenly removed to an eternal 
world, and two others bad gone to distant lands. 

As soon as possible, poor Lucy made her escape to her 
little dressing-room, for she fojund it very difficult to keep 
up a conversation with a heart swelling up almost into her 
throat. She threw herself into an arm-chair by the cheerful 
fire, and bursting into a flood of tears she exclaimed — 
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NEW YEAR'S DAY. 


A widow, and desolate The soft hand of a fair young 
sister was gently pressed on her shoulder. Lucy started 
— she had imagined herself alone. She is gone to her 
room, to weep there,” said her father, as she left the room^ 
and, Emily hastily followed her, entering the room in time 
to hear her bitter exclamation. No — no, Lucy dear, not 
so desolate as many, after all.” Yes — ^yes, very — very 
desolate!” “Well, dear, let us look at our mercies,” 
rejoined the young Christian, drawing a chair close to her 
widowed sister. “ You have two lovely boys — a comfortable 
home — the means of keeping it — good health, kind friends, 
and above all, a good hope of a mansion in a better and a 
purer world.” “ Oh, yes I 1 know and feel all this ; but 
when 1 think of the loss I have sustained, and the sad way 
in which my poor Edward met his. death, I am utterly 
overwhelmed. Only think, to be thrown from his horse, 
coming from ouch a place, and never to speak again — not 
even to utter the publican’s prayer. Oh, while I read, 
* Without holiness no man shall see the Lord,* and 
remember all the past, I am afraid my reason will give 
way.” “Well, ^eor, we all feel this deeply. Indeed, 
I fear, dear^papa will never recover tbe shock. But you 
have tiie satisfaction of remembering that you did all you 
could* to reclaim him from early habits.” “Yes— yes, 
dear,” interrupted Lucy ; “but don’t you see that I made 
a mistake from the beginning. I trusted too much to 
what his love (dir me would incline him to do ; and he used 
to lell me, religion could not be of so very much import- 
ance as I seemed to make it, or 1 should not have con- 
sented to ^arry one whose views were so different to my 
own. Oh ! I cannot breathe, even to you, dear Emily, the 
oppressive burden of my heart. 1 am, at times, almost 
.distracted — my poor, dear Edward!” “Yet, dear Lucy, 
for tne ^sake of your dear children, for the honour of 
religion, and for your own sake, you must try to rest your 
troubled spirit iipou Him who careth for you, and who has 
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left so many precious promises for your encouragement 
and support, which none but the widow can claim. Let 
me read you some of them.*' "Not now, not now, dear, 
let me weep." "Well, but, my dear sister, if you cry 
yourself dead, you cannot alter circumstances ; better take 
the comfort our heavenly Father has written for you." 
" True, true, dear ; but to-day, the recollections of the many 
happy New Yeai’s Days spent hcie, amidst such a happy 
family group, and the thought that earth never can restore 
the tost — it never can he, again, just as it has been ; no, 
never ! Oh ! the desolate ness of the widow's heart none 
can understand, but she who has experienced it; the 
widow's sorrows are peculiarly her own — none else can 
share them ; she painfully realizes the declaration, * The 
heart kiioweth its own bitterness.' " " Now, do listen, dear 

Lucy, to this verse — 

* Come, ye disconsolate! where'er ye lansrnislj, 

Come to the throne of (Jod ; fervently kneel ; 

Here briiiiT your wounded heartn, here tell jour anguish, 
Earth Imtli no soirow that Heaven cannot heal.' " 

"Thank }ou, dear Emily, 1 will try to leave my 
harden at the foot of the cross ; but, oh! holv much one 
has to remember and to mourn over, on the return of each 
New Year's Day." 

THE BATTLE OF ALMA. 

** Victory sounded o’er htifht, dell, and jdaui, 

Eitteily echoed the wails o'it the slain." 

TrtniiL was joy throughout the land ; 

Fiom tower and turret to* the ‘^kj , * 

Bui at forth tlie peal of victoiy — 

A tiiumph high and grand 

From Albion's cottage son, 

To her loftiest nobles proud, 

The nation’s heart beat high and loud, 

For the Alma's heights were won. 
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BUSY FATHERS. 


la tbe temples of our God, 

That day had thousands bent, 

Blessing: the hand that, fur and free, 

Had plenteous blessings sent ; 

Had filled with golden sheaves the plain, 
And garnered well the precious grain. 

There is Availing in the air ! 

Blent with that shout of victory, 

Came Ioav deep tones of misery, 

Of anguish and depair. 

And ghastly sights and sounds 
Are mingled with the "widow's tale — 
Hhe maiden's tear — the orphan's w'ail — 
And blood, and deathly wounds. 

On the Alina's heights that day 
Sank, of our isle the pnde and flower, 
The dearly loved in cot and bower, 

In that fierce and deadly fray. 

Now, Britain's daughters, rise ! 

Be yours the task to cheer and save 
The soldier from n foreign grave ; 

Or tend him where he lies, 

« On bod of pain, in Stamboul's towers, 
Counting tlie long and weary hours. 

A graceful, grateful task 
Is yours, to soothe the bed of pain. 

To check of dire disease the reign ; 

And boldly may Ave ask 
From you, Avhot AAxnian's heart and hand, 
Should giA'C the braA'e ones of our land. 


BUSY FATHERS. 

There goes John Stone, Avitb his basket of tools on his 
hact, mid yet tlie day is but daAviiing ; — ^let us Avalk on 
and get a word Avith him. You are up betimes, John ; 
are you always as early leaving your home?** “Yes, 
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generally, and see it no more till evening ; this time of 
year, mine is a busy life in this busy world/’ ** You seldom 
see your children, I suppose ?** “ No, not I — the wife 

sets the fire ready, and the coffee-pot on the hob, with the 
breakfast matters all ready over-night ; so 1 have only- to 
put a match to the dry sticks, aud there 1 am, prepared for 
the day/* ‘*And how do you get on these long even- 
ings ?” Oh, as to the matter of that, I take my supper, 
and then I’m off, out of the way of the children’s noise — 
that kind of music I’m not over fond of, you see/* ** Yes, 
I ^ sec / but when do you get time to understand your 
children’s characters, and take your part in<training them ?** 
Oh, as to that, 1 leave that to my missus, for I hardly 
know Jack from Tom — the women folks arc the best 
trainers, I guess. * Like mother, like son,’ they say, and 
my young ones have a main good mother.” ** But, John, 
what will you have to plead as an excuse for your neglect- 
ing the children at the last great day, if they should be 
found at the left hand of the Judge, having taken the wrong 
road in life ?” Oh, well, I never think much about that 
—I don’t happen to be a scholar; my way lies down this 
lane,— good morning/* « 

Now let us step into John Stone’s cottage in the even* 
ing. The room is clean, the fire bright, tlie supper 
smelling very savory; the younger children in bed ; the 
wife, pale and careworn, meets her husband with a smile, 
but it is easy enough to see the heart is withering. '' Wou’t 
you stay at home with us this evening, John?” 

1 can’t — 1 have an engagement ; we are going to form our- 
selves into a kind of society, up at the Nag’s Head.” 
do stay at Ijome this evening, father,” urges Mary — a tall, 
thin* girl, with large glassy eyes — ‘‘ Our poor mother is so 
tired, and has such a pain in her head ; and Harry is yery 
sick upstairs, and baby is not well ; au4 Ally wants some- 
body to tell him about his lesson for school ; and Annie 
wants some work set ; and grandmother* says mother is 

b2 
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killing herself? * “Oh, indeed! then you can help hen 
Come, wife) give me another mug of beer, and then I am 
off— these are busy times.** 

And “off” he was; but before the end of the year, 
'Jofin found he had matters to attend to that would cause 
him to be still more busy, — matters that had been attended 
to by an anxious heart and ready hand, now at rest in the 
grave. This father was too busy to help his wife or care 
for his children ; but now he finds, too late, that it is a 
difficult matter to perform the duties of father and mother 
for the souls and bodies of children. Ah, John, you 
should have taken your sliare of the many duties while you 
had a good help-meet. 

ENCOURAGEMENT FROM THE BATTLE-FIELD 
FOR MOTHERS AND TEACHERS. 

We have read ’with deep interest many letters from our 
young men from the seat of war to their mothers at home, 
and we have asked ^lierc did these young soldiers learn so 
much of G od, and who told them of the efficacy of prayer'/ 
Doubtless' they learnt it all at their mother’s knee — their 
father’s side— or in the Sabbath school. One son tells his 
mother to cheer her heart with the thought that if he falls 
on the battle-plain, the bloodof Christ will avail for him there. 
Another tells bis mother of words of hope and piety from 
a brother’s dying lips, and of receiving from him a last kiss 
for her, as he passed away smiling in death. Another 
tells us (after he had been slightly wounded), that as be 
asceflded.the heights of Alum, the thoughts of a mis-spent 
life, a peaceful home, and recollections of his mother, 
caused him to pray to the “ God of Heaven, and that he 
now believes his mother’^ God has heard and answered, 
for he is only wounded iu the hand.” Another tells us 
that he always feels well and in spirits, and amidst the 
thousand dangers around him he has ever been preserved — 
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adding, *• I attribute all this to the prayers of my dear 
wife and children at home!** Another tells us of words 
and counsels and warnings coming hack to his recollection, 
once heard, years since, in the Sabbath school. But we anust 
‘not write a long paper. Come with us to a. scene where 
angels might linger. By a deep ravine an officer has tied 
his war-charger to a bush ; his attention was arrested, us 
he was reconnoitring, Jby the sound of melody — he stepped 
gently down — at the bottom stood a number of soldiers, 

AVith eyes raised to beaven in meek resignation, •• 
They sing a loud song to the God of ^irvatioii.” 

When the singing was over, the soldier who had given 
out the hymn, read a tract aloud tb his comrades ; then 
they all knelt down, and another soldier poured out his 
heart to God in fervent prayer — for those present — for 
every soldier in the camp — for liis Queen — for his own 
dear country — for all their relatives and friends at home — 
and then ! oh, mark it, mother ! with faltering voice and 
deep emotion, he asked for mercies and blessings on his> 
enemies! ’* O lovely religion of Him who said, ** Father, 
forgive them.*’ Where did these warriors learn to abt and 
pray thus ? How many of them came from our Sabbath 
schools? How many from the homes of pious, praying 
mothers? Who shall say? Let us take encouragement 
and press onward ; ere long the battles of life vfiW be over, 
and we shall shout Victory! ** 


HOME DUTIES.— No! III. 

** mothers more than their share in the duties of domestic 
life?'' 

We left our young mother, last month, fairly and fully 
engaged in the duties of domestic life. When she became 
a mother, what a host of new cares and anxieties crowded 
upon her. anxious mind ! None can tell their amount or 
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pressure but those who have experienced them. Her 
husband — her house — her money matters, all in the hands* 
of strangers, and she unable to sec after them ; and, when 
she is able to get about, her hands are full — indeed, things 
have got sadly into confusion. The neatness and order,* 
so essential to her comfort and that of her husband, all 
gone. The sight is so sickening as almost to paralyze her 
efforts, but by a mental resolve she drives away the demon, 
girds up her energies, and by labour and perseverance 
restores the order which had been broken. 

It now appears very apparent that nothing but the most 
patient, })er8everfng efforts will suffice to preserve that order 
upon which the peace and happiness of her family depend. 
She must rise early, take every duty by the right handle 
and at the right time, and on no account allow her work to 
get behind, but do one thing at a time, and keep every 
thing in its place. She labours and she succeeds, the 
blessing of heaven rests upon her every effort ; but as she 
proceeds, her cares and tier duties multiply — fresh and new 
they come thickening around her. 'fhe little one has 
become a lot of romping boys and girls ; order must be 
maintained — discipline enforced — mind as well as body 
must be taxed to the uttermost ; not only must they be 
fed and clothed, but the immortal mind must be directed 
and instructed, wisdom and knowledge must be poured 
forth, for from her lips they expect it. She it is who must 
listen to their complaints — solve their difficulties — curb 
their tempers — all, all is brought to a mother’s ear. She 
must see that they are ready and tidy, fit for school — she 
must provide the pence — she must watch over their im- 
provement, and all this in connexion with her other duties; 
none must be neglected, and all done in their proper time 
* auckplace. Surely her hands are full, her time completely 
occupied, nor need we be surprised, after such a press as 
this into a well-regulated family, at the wretchedness, the 
eoufusion, and the disorder which reigns in many families, 
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and that so few mothers are equal to their duties ; but, iu 
the midst of all this, we are glad to bear testimony to the 
large amount of good proceeding even from this confusion, 
yet we must be permitted to wonder where the many excel- 
lent domestic servants come from. 

But we must not lose sight of our proposed object, which 
was, to inquire whether mothers have not more than their 
s.iare of domestic duties ? We have stated our conviction to 
be that tliey have, and we think we have fully shown it. 
The father comes home at stated periods, and things 
must be sad indeed, if he is seriously annoyed or vexed ; 
but does he adequately sustain his overburdened wife ? — is 
he always near to succour and uphold ? — can she always 
confide in his judgment, and trust him at all times 7 Let us 
see. We will suppose him to have that confidence in the 
wife of his bosom which she so well deserves, to be fully 
alive to all those solemn responsibilities which press so 
heavily upon her, and to have a real desire to share them 
with her ; if so, he will always meet her with a smile, his 
cheerful voice will be music to the ears of the delighted 
little ones, and, as they cluster around his Igiees, their 
speaking eyes will say, ** We are so glad you are come home, 
father.” He takes the little girl in his arms and receive^ the 
hearty kiss, then says with loving looks, Has Polly been a 
good girl to-day 7 been very kind to mother 7 Mother is the 
best friend Polly has got, or ever will have. Oh ! my child, 
none will ever love you like your mother; be always good 
to her, never grieve her. Charles, my boy, do yoft hear 
your mother speaking to yod7 — never let her have to speak 
to you twice. If ^ou know she wants ydii to do a* thing, do 
it without being told, and help her in all things that you 
can ; if she sends you ou an errand, go immediately, go 
cheerfully, and never stop by tHe way ; we must all sirwe 
to make mother happy, for we are all wery much beholden 
to her. See what she has done for me ; look at the warm 
^ater and the towel, that I may wash before .tea and pat on 
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my clean tbings and be comfortable ; see the nice bread- 
and-butter and smoking tea. I wonder how she manages 
to keep the house so tidy with all yon romping little ones.*’ 

We really think we had better now let this happy family 
sit down to a comfortable tea, and reserve all we have got 
further to say til! next month. M. B. 

A TRUE STORY FOR OUR LITTLE FRIENDS. 

My DEAll LI'ITLK FllIKNDS. 

Some of you liavo been asking me for a little book I wrote 
for Mr. Ken net] yfs Scries some time ago, and ns I cannot obtain 
it, either in Scotland or England, I will tell you the tale in “The 
Mothers' Friend;*' and you w'ill like it all the better when I 
ussure you it is all qt ttk tri k. 

Your affectionate and faithful friend, 

Ann Janr. 

A LAMB OF THE FOLD. 

“ Come ill — come in, Ilarrv,” said Mrs. L., to a sweet 
little boy of four years of age, whose appearance had very 
much interested her. “ So you are come to see my pretty 
squi|yel, arc you, little man?” “Yes; and to drink tea 
with you, if you will have me. I told mamma I should 
like to stay to tea, hut mamma said you might not want ‘ 
me; but you do, don’t you?” ‘*1 have not the least 
objection for you to remain if mamma likes it, ns I have 
no engagement, and we can have a nice chat.” “Take off 
my h^t then, Sally, and tell mamma Lain to stay.” 

The little fellow was soon perfectly at home with his new 
friend, aud with a keen eye he surveyed |ill the furniture of 
the room, from the carpet to the ceiling. “ I like your stools 
and pictures very much,” said he, after a careful examina- 
tion of them. “ Wlio is .that little hoy up there, in that 
picture ? ” “ That is little Samuel, who lived in the Temple 
with old Eli ; have you not heard of him ? He was a good 
little hoy, and his mother made him a pretty little coat, and 
brought it to him every year.” “A good little hoy! then, 
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i suppose, be did not swear — far Sally says, gO|pd little boys 
never do.” “ Sally is quite right ; only very wicked men 
<8wear-— those who do not love God. It would be quite 
shocking to hear a little boy swear.” **Oh! but .papa 
does not say so ; he tells me to swear at the dogs and 
serrauts, and sometimes he gives me sixpence, and tells me 
I am a fine fellow.” Mrs. L. was deeply grieved to liear 
this from the lips of the sweet little child, and she resolved 
to try to lead his young mind to Him who said, “Suffer 
little children to come unto me.” 

Tea was brought in, and little Harry behaved very 
orderly, chatting away without any fear or restraint. “I have 
some nuts in my pocket for your squirrel ; mamma told me 
he would crack them, and 1 want to see him do it. Has he 
any hands ? ” “ No ;* we cannot exactly say he has hands, 

Harry, but he uses his fore-feet instead. You shall see 
how he manages as soon as tea is over.” 

We hope to go into another parlour with little Harry 
next month. 


THE INFANT. 

A man lookelh on his little one as a being of better hope ;* 

A resting-place for innocence on earth ; a link between angels and 
men.“ * 

Who does not love little children ? " Beware,” says 
Lavater, “.of him who hates the laugh of a child.” The 
man of the world pauses in his absorbing career and claps 
his hands to gain an infant’s smile; the victim of i4ce- 
-gazes wishfully m the pure ojwfu forehead of childhood, 
and retraces those blissful years that were free ffbm guile ^ 
the man of piety loves that docility and singleness of heart 
which drew from his Saviour’s lips the blessed words, “ Of 
such is the kingdom of heaven.’* Yes ; and even the ipoo- 
hearted sons of battle can be softened .into tenderness by 
othe smile of an infant. Listen to an extract from a letter 
from the English camp : — 
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Recently, in ia house to which some Cossacks had set 
fire, we found in a room, and on the point of being suffo- 
cated with the smoke, a child of about eighteen months 
old, elegantly dressed, and haring a gold cross suspended 
from its neck. The poor infant smiled on our grenadiers^ 
who removed it, and have adopted it until the family to 
whom it belongs shall be discovered. It is curious to see 
the grenadiers fondling the baby, and treating it with as 
much tenderness as it could receive from its mother/’ 

Thus we wonder and admire tenderness in man called 
forth to a sweet infant, but the every-day labour of love in 
woman, with alF her toils by day and sleepless nights, as 
she STniles and watches over helpless infancy, is thought of 
only as an every-day occurrence of common life ; doubtless, 
because in woman it seems but an element of her nature, 
given to her by Him who says, with every babe placed in 
her arms, Nurse it for me;” and He, too, gives the 
sustaining power to act, as well as wisdom to guide. 
Mother ! deal gently with the little helpless nursling, and 
seek help from Heaven to enable you to train it for the skies. 


STEP-MOTHERS. 

Ip the difficulties of a mother are great in the bringing 
up of her children, how much greater are those of the 
step-mother ! She has not the advantage of natural and 
instinctive love to her offspring, rendering easy the apostolic 
injunction, Teach the young women to love their children.” 
(Titus ii. 4.) Neither has she that of tho gradual and im- 
perceptible growth* of her little ones from infancy, giving 
her power, almost unlimited, to bend the tender twig at 
will ; but she has to plunge at once into difficulties for 
which she is often quite ‘ unprepared — has to do the best 
she can to remedy the neglect or mismanagement of those 
who have gone before her— and at the same time, often 
must combat with jeal . usies and antipathies planted in her 
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young charge’s mind against her authority and rule. It 
is evident that, in such a case, great patience, forbearance, 
self-denial, and prayerfulness on the part of the step-mother 
are indispensable. , 

We arc often obliged to exhort mothers to be less indul-, 
gent, to exert more discipline, to enforce obedience ; but 
" these words would be inciheient, perhaps out of place, if 
addressed to the young step-mother. Her first and great 
difficulty is to get the confidence and love of the poor little 
motherless babes, to whom, for many long months, a 
mother’s kiss and a mother’s endearments have been up- 
known, and who, perhaps, have often criejj themselves to 
sleep with the thought of the cross step-mother who was 
coming. Your first and great care, in such circumstances, 
must be to prove to yoiir little ones that you do truly love 
them, and to be patient and forbearing if you find it long 
befoi;^ your love is repaid by confidence* 

These thoughts have been suggested to my mind by 
having lately fallen in with several families in which this 
relationship is sustained. Having received a note from a 
little girl to say that her mamma had given her a new little 
brother, and that they would be pleased to show him to 
me, I took an opportunity of calling. The mother was an 
old friend of mine ; but, though she had been marriud a 
couple of years, I had not before entered the house. When 
I had sufficiently admired the baby, I begged to see five or 
six little ones who were with their governess. All cheer- 
fully obeyed the summons, and pleasantly conversed with 
me (for they had visited me before, though I had not'bebn 
to see them), and at a word returned to the school-room. 

“Do you find them all pleasant and affectionate?” I 
asked my friend. “ Oh, yes !” she replied, with a smile. 

“ And they seem very tractable,” I said, “ Oh, yes ! they 
arc very obedient, good children.’* “They seem never *'t6 
have imbibed any prejudices against you from the first?” 

I inquired. “ No, poor little things, they called me mamma 



If) THE COTTAGEe’s WIFE AND HER BIBLE. 

from the first, and I do not tiiink that any of them under- 
stand that* I am not really their mother. The elder ones 
sometimes say something about their other mamma, but I 
don’t think they have any clear ideas about her, and I am 
.sure they are quite as happy as \vhen she was alive.’* 


A DAY WITH THE COTTAGER’S WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE.— No. VI. 

UENUINO CLOTHES. 

. A PATCH is wanted to some worn garment; the mother 
takes down her bag of pieces to search for the one that 
will most nearly match it. Does her Bible stoop to so 
mean and trifling a matter? Oh, yes ; and with a lesson of 
special tenderness. She knows what guides her in choos- 
ing her patch ; she picks out a piece suitable to the strength 
of the old garment# If she mended it with new and ooarse 
cloth, the rent would thereby only be made worse. “No 
man putteth a piece of new cloth into an old garment, for 
that which is put in to hli it up, taketh from the garment, 
and the rent is made worse.” — Matt. ix. 16. Our Lord 
spake these words when the disciples of John were reproach- 
ing Him for not laying heavier duties on His feeble dis- 
ciples. It was as if He would have said— You will not 
strain an old garment if it has but little strength : shall I 
strain my disciples ? Shall 1 lay heavy burdens on them, 
when I know their strength to be so small?” Many n 
mother’s heart is sorrowful when her fingers are busily 
employed mending clothes. Oh! tliat these sorrowful 
hearts ii)(ould learn a lesson from the clothes they are mend- 
ing, and say to themselves, “ My duties arc, indeed, difiicult, 
but Jesus appoints them ; He knows exactly how much 
strain I can bear ; lie knows how worn-out my heart feels ; 
Be will not lay too much upon me ; if He has given me 
the duty, 1 know He will also give all necessary strength to 
fulfil it.” 
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SIGHTS SEEN DURING THE PAST YEAR. 

What has thine eye beheld ? — and 
Where has thy foot been wandering 

I SAW an infant in its robo of white. 

The admiring mother’s most dear delight ; 

It clapped its hands when tones of mirth went by. 
And Nature’s gladness dancetl in its bright eye. 

A dark- winged angel from yonder sky 
Laid the precious babe in its cot to die. 

Oh, I have seen sad bightwS, I ween, 
riowers and buds in decay are 
In a dark and a dreary curtained room, 

I have seen a mother robed for the tomb ; 

Bleeding hearts were there — and red streaming eyes — 
And prayers, in anguish, reaching the skies. 

I saw a sweet young girl, in healthful glc»€, 

Danced on her happy, proud mother’s knee; 

Gladness beamed from her beautiful eye. 

As she said, — “ We must train her for the sky." 

But. now a sad empty crib is setui there, 

By a little cofHn she kneels in prayer. 

I saw a lad full of gladness and joy, 

And a father admiring his raunly boy ; 

But as 1 looked a sad blight rushed by', 

Which dimmed the lustre of his laughing eye. 

Down in a dark, narrow, and grassy bed, 

Midst tears, they have covered that bright young head., 

I saw a fair maiden, by love caressed. 

Amidst her household her name was blessed 
Her bright sliiiiing ludr in ringlets glowed. 

And her words like magical music flow'ed ; 

But the spoiler came — in a single day 
The beautiful flower was jiv decay. 

They' have strewn the dust on the maiden’s brow*; 

Oh, where are those cherished ones living* now 2 
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HAVE YOU ANY DEAR ONES IN HEAVEN? 


, A MOTHER’S SOLILOQUY. 

’Txs mine !— bound to me by a tie that death itself 
cannot sever. That little heart shall never thrill with 
pleasure, nor throb with pain, without a quick response from 
mine. I am the centre of its little world ; its very life 
depends upon my faithful care. It is my sweet duty to 
deck those dimpled limbs, to poise that tiny, trembling foot. 

Yet stay, — my duty ends not here ! A soul looks forth 
from those blue eyes— an undying spirit, that shall plume 
its wing for a ceaseless flight, guided by my erring hand. 
The hot blood of anger may not poison the fount whence 
it draws its life, or the nasty word escape my lip in that 
pure presence. Wayward, passionate, impulsive, how shall 
I ap])roach it, but with a hush upon my spirit and a silent 
prayer ! 0 careless sentinel ! slumber not at thy post over 
its trusting innocence ! O reckless " sower of the seed,** 
let not “the tares** spring up! 0 unskilful helmsman ! 
how shalt thou pilot that little bark o’er life’s tempestuous 
sea, safely to the eternal shore? "’Tisours!” A father 
bends proudly over the cradle I A father’s love how 
strong, how true ! But, oh ! not so warm, not so tender 
as hers whose heart that babe hath lain beneath ! Fit 
nio for the holy trust, O good Shepherd ! or fold it early 
to thy loving bosom ! — Fanny Fern. 


HAVE YOU ANY DEAR ONES IN HEAVEN? 

And so death closed those little eyes— shrouded their 
bright glances. Oh ! that the sun would not come stream- 
ing in on his wasted form, as if there were no grief in the 
world. IIow sweetly he sleeps, that precious little one ! 
Hov/ lightly curl the flaxen locks on his white forehead ! 
You could weep your very soul away to think those cherub 
lips will never unclose — ^never again be heard to utter, in ' 



LINES ADDRESSED TO A MOTHER. 


19 


soft and sweet tones^ the name of father, mother, brother, or 
sister ! Vainly you clasp and unclasp that passim, darling 
hand, that wandered so often over your cheek. Vainly your 
anguished glance strives to read the dim story of love in 
those faded orbs. The voice, sweet as zephyrs breathing 
through wreathed shells, slumbers for ever. And still the 
busy world knocks at your door, and will let you have no 
pence. It shouts in your car ; its chariots rumble by ; it 
smiles broadly in your care-worn face ; it mocks you as you 
gaze on the attenuated and loved body ; it meets you at the 
coffin — at the grave ; and its heavy footsteps tramp up an^ 
down in the empty rooms from whence yju.havc borne 
your dead. But it never comes in the hush of the night to 
wipe away your tears. Your loved, your idolized boy, is 
in heaven ! Can you look up ? Can you bear the splen- 
dour of that sight? Ten thousand celestial beings, and 
your own radiant child-angel in the midst ! 

In his eyes a glory light, 

On his brow a glory crown/' 

Oh! cling not too closely to your beautiful treasures^ 
children of earth ! 


LINES ADDRESSED TO A MOTHER, 
nr T.,MooiiB. 

They tell us of an Indian tree, 
winch, howsoe'er the sun and sky 
May tempt the boughs to wander free, 

And shoot and blossom wdde and high, 

Far better loves to bend its arms 
Downward again to that dear earth 
From which the life, that fills and warms 
Its grateful being, first had birth. 

'Tis thus, though wooed by flattering friends, 
- And fed with fame (If fame it be), 

This heart, my own dear mother, bends, 
With love’s true instinct, back to thee. 





KOTICES OF BOOKS. 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

REASONING OVER A MATTER, 

“Mamma,” said a very little girl, roa always pmiisfa 
me when you threaten to do it ; hot cousin Msry says, ^ Oh, 
noTer mind what mamma says ; she won’t do it, unless she 
happens to be out of temper — so 1 shall risk it.’ ” “ And 
should you like me to act thus ?” “ I should not like you 
to tell stories, mamma ; but is it not kind of my aunt not to 
punish, except just when she is out of temper ? ” ”1 should 
think myself very unkind, if I only taught you to obey me 
when 1 was myself committing sin by being out of temper.’* 

THE LITTLE OIRl’s “STILL.” 

A dear little child, belonging to a Quaker family, was on 
a visit to a friend of her mother, where the servant who 
attended on her had no objeetion to retire without prayer. 
When the little girl was ready to go into bed, instead of 
doing so she sat down quietly in the chair, closed her eyes, 
clasped her hands, and remained a few moments in mental 
prayer. “Do get into bed, miss,” said Sally; “why do 
you sit tfccrc so mopish ?” The dear child burst into tears, 
saying, “ Naughty Sally, not to let me have my still before 
I go to sleep. I may die in the night, Sally; and if I do, I 
want God to take inc to heaven.” Mother ! do you teach 
your little ones the im])ortance of committing themselves 
to God ere they retire to rest ? Would you find yourself 
in heaven, think you, if you should die in your sleep this 
night ? 

NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

The Mange of Sunny Side. Edinburgh : Shepherd. 

An instructive and amusing tale for family reading. 

Land of Hope AlmanacJ: for ^ h55. London : Partridge and Oakey. 

A picture almanack, with something in it for every day in the year 
— suitable for cottage walls. 
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THE CHEQUEllED STORY OF A LIFE. 

** She is marked as a child^f want» and the world hateth poverty ; 

But pain and chastisement here often show the wise Father’s love." 

Mamma* I could not help thinking* when you were 
talking to Miss Montgomery, that if I met her in the 
street, without hearing her conversation* I should think 
Jier some common person.*’ There are very often mis- 
takes made in that way, Edith ; persons look at the outward 
appearance, and judge hastily of the mind by that.” “ But, 
mamma, her bonnet is so old-fashioned* It looks as if it 
came out of Noah’s ark ; and her dress must be a dozen 
years old. Then, her gloves were so dark between the 
fingers, I am sure they must have been cleaned, ^for I 
looked at them all round while I stood % her knee* as you 
were talking ; and yet you seem to think so much of her* 
and papa said it was a treat to listen to her conversation. 
Did she not look queer and common in her dress, m(imma? 
Jessie Merry says she must be very poor or very mean — is 
she, mamma ? And how odd it is that her name is the same 
as mine ; 1 am sure, Edith is not a common nXme e^fher. 
"Why does she not dress better* mamma?” “ Really, my 
daughter, I saw nothing in Edith Montgomery’s dress^ un- 
becoming a neat young lady ; she is not too old-fashioned to 
look particular* nor too fashionable to court observation* and 
none can find fault with her for lack of neatness. If you 
will take yout work and sit down* 1 will tell you a stpr j of 
my early days, fdith.’^ •* Will you, mamma? Oh ! that 
will be nice! I like to hear of the things you didjvhen you 
were a little girl like me.” 

Well, dear, when I was a little girl at school, I found 
there a verjt dear friend in a young lady who was some 
years older than myself. She took a fancy to love me*— why* 
I never could tell, for 1 was too young to make my com- 
panionship desirable* and too ignorant to enter into her 

VOL. VIII. c 
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THE CHEQUERED STORY OF A LIFE. 


studies ; but so was, and she won so large a portion of my 
heart ns to keep a warm corner in it even now.” “Is she 
living, then, mamma ? Ob, I should like to see her ! Please 
go on.” "Well, she helped me tcftinderstand my difficult 
lessons, particularly three — French, Latin, and Italian, for 
she was exceedingly clever. After she left school, I felt 
very lonely ; and every week I wrote to tell her all my little 
troubles, and my feelings of love for her ; and many a kind 
letter I received from her, which cheered me on in the 
[jursuit of knowledge, and, every year, I either visited her 
at her home, or she came to mine. At length, a very rich 
merchant took l^r away as his bride, and I did not sec her 
for many years. During this interval she had many sorrows, 
but 1 always found from her letters that they only led her 
to think more of heaven and less of parth. She had three 
little sons, who wA all laid in one grave in three weeks, 
and she was herself greatly afflicted by the same fever that 
brought her dear ones to the grave ; she bad only one 
daughter left, and it pleased our Heavenly Father to spare 
her to her bereaved parents, and she grew up a beautiful, 
Amiable, and clever girl. One day my friend’s husband 
came home cooking pale and excited, and after a few hours 
Jig told her that she would have to leave her beautiful 
mansion, give up her carriage, and go to live in a cot- 
tage, for he had risked almost all his property in a mine, 
and the speculation had failed. She told me, in one of her 
letters at this time, that the loss of her beautiful home was 
nothing to the loss of her precious children; so she passed 
from luxury to privations without a murmur. Some little 
time afler^this, her beloved husband was riding from the 
City on horseback, when the creature took fright and be- 
came unmanageable ; some men attempted to stop it ; but 
just as he reached the cottage door he was thrown off, in 
the presence of his wife and daughter, and never spoke to 
them again.” 

" Oh, mamma, what sorrows she had ! ^ 
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‘‘From this time my friend became the subject of a 
very painful nervous disease, and was quite dependant on 
Iser daughter’s exertion for daily bread; but this dear young 
lady, by self-denial ancL the exercise of those gifts and 
accomplishments which she acquired in her parents’ pro»> 
perous days, was enabled to meet all necessary demands in her 
mother’s humble home— -the only trial they seemed to feel 
was the absence of the daughter for many hours in the 
day, when she was engaged in teaching various languages 
(for she was a first-rate linguist), and music and drawing.” 
“ Oh ! mamma, what a dear, good girl she jnust be — l>ow 
I should like to sec her ! I am sure I should love her ; do 
tell me her name, and where she lives.” “ I think, dear, 
it is probable you will know both mother and daughter 
soon, for I expect they will come to reside in our neigh- 
bourhood.” “Oh, ma, I am so gladf' “Stop, Edith; 
perhaps you may see her wearing a bonnet two or three 
years old, and a dress not just arrived from Paris, and 
gloves that she has cleaned, for you must remember they 
liave a struggle for life — what will you say then T” “ Oh ! 
1 am sure I shall love her, manimo, if she comes in a sack 
and a black bonnet ; Itlshall love her for her 'goodness.” 
“ Do you think so, dear ? — well, then, you must learn to love 
Edith Montgomery ; she is the daughter of that beloved 
friend, and is called after your own mother.” “Oh! 
mamma, why did you not tell me all this before } ” “ Be- 

cause, dear, I hoped you would have discerned Edith’s 
character, and loved her for her real worth ; it is always 
dangerous to judge of persons by their outward appearance 
— there are many noble hearts beating under rcyigh coats 
and unfashionable dresses — ^try to remember this lesson, my 
dear, in your future life.” “ I thiuk^ ma, I shall remember 
it always.” 


Brave actions are the substance of life, ahd good sayings the orna- 
ment of it. 
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THE WIDOW OP ZAllEPHATH. 

Who can look unmoved upon the sable dress and the 
desolate grief of a widow ? And who but a widow can teU 
•the depth of that sorrow, when death has severed the 
nearest and dearest of earthly ties, and left the heart a}bne 
in the world ? This subject conies peculiarly home to us 
now that it hath pleased God, by the scourge of war — a 
war unparalleled in its carnage and heart-sickening details — 
to multiply such rnouniers around us. In the halls of our 
noblest, and in the cottages of our lowliest, may be seen the 
mother weeping for her son, and the widowed mother bowed 
to the earth* having lost husband and child. Yea, the young 
bride of a few months has shudderingly laid aside her 
fresh bridal garments for the widow’s weeds. Ah ! it is 
bitter enough whcti the bright young head wc have nursed 
and watched up to early manhood fades in our sight, and 
we lay him in an English grave. How far beyond this is 
the agony of his death in the battle-field! Beloved sisters, 
we weep with you, and gladly point you to that rich stream 
of- mercy and comfort in the Bible to all believers in Christ. 
If you never drank before, coifll now! Listen to Him 
who is the ‘‘ Father of the fatherless, and the God of the 
wiefow.*' Are you a soldier’s widow?— your means of 
subsistence gone with him who died in bloody fight ? Have 
you one or more ties left in your little ones, who cling around 
you, and for whom your bitterest tears are shed ? Come 
with me, and learn a lesson of faith from the widow of 
Zarephath. , 

”Arisc,** said the Lord to his prophet Elijah, “get thee 
to Zarephath, whicliP belongeth to Sidon ; behold, I liave 
commanded a widosa woman there to sustain thee.” The 
famine which had, at the.word of the Lord by Elijah, for 
^ some time been a sore judgment on the guilty land of Israel, 
evidently affected the country on it3 northern border, for 
there was Sidon situated, in the dominions of Ethbaal, the 
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idolatrous father of Jezebel^ the wife of Ahab. The pro- 
phet obeyed ; but no home of plenty awaited his famished 
lips and wayworn limbs. He found his intended hostess 
gathering sticks wherewith to dress” her last remaining 
morsel for herself and only child. It is evident that this 
})oor widow was a believer in Jehovah. Ah ! the Lord has 
many such hidden jewels, unknown to man, but all known 
and watched over and loved by the great Shepherd, and 
destined to adorn His crown at II is appearing and His king- 
dom. A secret impulse from on high must have taught 
the widow that a prophet of God stood belore her ; for she 
expressed herself in words which, while tluy told her depth 
of misery, acknowledged her belief that the Lord was his 
God. Sweet and precious was the promise given to her ; 
nor does she seem to have doubted its truth : she received 
it in faith, and acted in faith upon it. Ah ! would that we 
all did this ; that we took God at His word aud for His 
word ! 


THE IlllSH WIDOW'S LAMENT. 

• ' 

Tub Christmas light is burning bright 
III many a village pane*, 

And many a cottage rings to-night 
With many a merry strain. 

Young boys and girls run laughing b) 
Their hearts and eyes elute ; 

I can but think on mine and bigb, 

For 1 am desolate ! 

There's none to watch in our o]d cot 
Beside the holy light; tH 
No tongue to bless the silei|L.spot 
Against the parting nightT 
I've closed the door, and hither ciiiiic, 

To mourn my lonely fate ; , 

1 cannot bear niy own old home, 
it is so desolate ! 
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A' TULT. STORY FOR OUR UTILE FRIENDS. 


I saw my father’s <*ye grow dim. 

Ami cla-jud my mother’s knee; 

I saw my molher follow him, 

31 Y husband wept with mo. 

31 V Iiusband did not long remain, 

II is child was left me yet ; 
lint now my heart’s last love is slain, 

And I am desolate! G. G. 


A TRUE STORY FOR OUR LITTLE FRIENDS. 

fConiinued from page 
A LAMB OF THE FOLD. — NO, 11. 

After tea, 3Irs. L. and her youthful companion went 
into another parlour, where the squirrel was frisking 
about in high glee. Oh, what a beautiful long tail he 
has! and how far he jumps! Now, do give the pretty 
fellow a nut, that I may see him crack it.” Mrs. L. 
held oue to the little animal, and in a moment the two 
little fore-feet ^ere put up to grasp it, and being dcino- 
lishf.d, the squirrel waited for •another from its mis- 
tress. Harry was delighted, and greatly admired the 
movements of the amusing little animal, sitting up so 
stately, with his fine brush-tail hanging over Ids forehead. 
“ Where did you get it ? ” “It was given me by a friend, 
who got it fiom the wood.” “Can I get one from the 
wood?” “ Perhaps you may, some day ; I will try what 
I can do for you.” “Who gives it nuts in the wood?” 
“It gathers then\ there for itself.” “ But they are not 
always on the trees, A’e they!” “No; but the squirrel 
has been taught to gjjj^her a great many nuts in the autumn, 
as well as the pretty little acorns which some little boys 
call * cups and saucers and then he buries tliem in the 
ground, or among the fallen leaves, or^in the hollow of an old 
tree, till winter, so that he may find them again when the 
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trees are all bare, without a leaf or nut upon them.” 
*‘Does he find them all again?” “Nor, not always; 
.sometimes he buries an acorn in the ground, and forgets it ; 
bo there it remains some time, till it grows up to a fine large 
oak tree^ and in this way, you see, be may be called a little 
])laiitcr.” 

“ Did you teach him to crack the nuts? ” 

“ No, dear little Harry, the great and kind Being who 
made him taught him; do you know who that is?” 

No, I am sure I do not ; but I should like Him to make 
me one.” “Do you not know who made those little 
iLseful hajids of yours, and those fat rosy cheeks, my little 
mail? and who gives you everything you possess?” 

“ ^\4iy, nobody ever told me, so 1 do not know.” “ Did 
you never hear anything about gentle Jesus, Harry?” 
“No, never; who is He?” “He is the kind friend of 
little children. He lives in heaven; but He can always 
bee you, and He hears all you say ; and although He is the 
kind friend of little children. He is also the great God, who 
made the world, and everything in it.” “Is lie? — then I 
never knew that. Docs lie hear papa swear, then ? ” 

“ Yes, He hears everything ; He sees evcryUiing ; He 
made everything ; and He loves those who are good«and 
holy.” 

Just then Sally, the nursemaid, came for little Ha?ry; 
and as he bade his friend good night, he asked if he should 
eome again to-morrow? “To-morrow,” replied*Mrs. L., 

“ 1 am engaged ; but if mamma will allow you to come 
again on Thursday, I shall be happy to see you.” ‘«i£.Qh,^ 
yes, I may come,* I know ; and mamma will let me, because 
she likes me to do anything I wish. Good nighf. Don’t 
forget to get me a pretty squirrel.” ^ 

More about little Harry next montifc 


All the men who have done things well in life4iave been remarkable 
for decision of character. . . 

c 2 
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THE MOTHER’S FIRST LESSON. 

** Where art thou, storehouse of the mind, gamer of facts and fancies ? 
In what strange firmament are laid the beams of thine airy chambers? ” 

“ Will you jilease teach me my verse, mamma, and kiss 
me, and bid me good night ? ” asked a little ho^, as he 
opened the door, and peeped cautiously into the chamber of 
his sick mother. “ 1 am very sleepy,” he continued, “but 
no one has heard me say my prayers.” Poor little anxious 
one, thy mother’s warm heart will soon be cold ! Tliy 
mother is very ill, and supposed to be dying. As the 
^hild entered, he saw his fond mother pro{>ped up with 
pillows, and struggling for breath ; her eyes were growing 
dull and glazed, as this her only child drew near her side. 

Mrs. L. was a widow, and every night this dear boy 
was in the habit of coming into *her room, and sitting in 
her lap, or kneeling by her side, while she repeated pas- 
sages from God’s word, or related to him stories of the 
wibe and good spoken of in its pages. “ Hush, hush ! ” 
said a lady, who was watching by the dying mother’s 
couch. “ Your dear mother is too ill to hear you to-night! ” 
As she said tins, she came forward, and laid her hand gently 
Ufvoii the child’s arm, as if she would lead him from the 
room, lie began to sob as if his little heart would break. 

cannot go to bed without saying my prayers ; indeed 1 
cannot!” The ear of the dying mother caught the sound; 
Altiiough she had been nearly insensible to everything trans- 
piring around her, the sobs of her darling aroused her 
fpra her stupor, and, turning to a friend, she desired her to 
bring her little son, and place him in her bosom. Her 
request^was granted, and the child’s rosy cheek and golden 
iiair nestled beside the pale cold face of the dying 
mother. 

“ My son — my darling child I ” said the dying woman, 

“ repeat this verse after me, and never — never forget it 

* When my father and my mother forsake me, the Lord 



STEP-MOTHERS. 


29 


will take me up.’ ” The child repeated^ it two or three 
times distinctly, and said his little |)rayer ; then he kissed 
the cold, almost rigid features, and went quietly to his litt!e 
couch. The next morning he sought, as usual, his mother, 
hut he found her stiff and cold. This was her last lesson ! 
lie has never forgotten it. lie has grown to be a man — 
a good man ; and few who know his history can look on 
him without thinking of the faith so beautifully exhibited 
by his dying mother. Mother! what are your lessons 
tending to now ? What will be the tendency of your last 
lesson ? 


STEP-MOTHERS.— No. II. 

Mas. Graham was. another happy stop-mother. She 
married a gentleman who bad six children by a former wife ; 
and in course of time she had a family of her own. But 
she never permitted herself to show any partiality for her 
own little ones ; on the contrary, (though, of course, she 
loved her own best,) she always gave the preference to her 
husband’s children. They wjre always admitted into the 
dining-room and drawing-tojm after dinner, when there 
was company, while her own remained in the nursery ; and 
the same conduct she pursued in other matters. • 
^rhese children loved her as if she had been their own 
mother. The eldest boy, when growing up, would some- 
times displease bis father ; but a word or look from bis 
mother \ras sufficient to turn him. The second daughter 
was an invalid, and seldom either left home or w'as ^siblT' 
to strangers ; but her life and happiness scemejl to hang 
on her mother’s presence and smile, and on one occasion, 
when she was obliged to leave home for a week or two, the 
child pined away, and would not be comforted by any one 
till she saw her mother again. • 

. How very happy must Mrs. Graham ^have been ; and if 
she acted on Christian principle, and did all to the Lord, 
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SCOTTISH PEASANTRY. 


how great will be her reward in another life I To comfort 
the orphan is a peeuliariy blessed office — one ascribed to 
the Spirit of God himself by the Lord Jesus, — and one in 
which, the apostle James declares, is displayed “ pure reli- 
giqn and undeliled before God and the Father.” (James 
i. 27.) 


SCOTTISH PEASANTRY. 

HOME INFLUENCE. 

In a beautiful and extensive valley, midway between 
two lofty mountains, on an eminence, near three limpid 
streams, which at no great distance flowed into one, sur- 
rounded by broad plantations, stood a neat but humble 
cottage, having 1810 inscribed upon the lintel of the door — 
the date of its erection. Iii this cottage lived a pious, happy 
family, whose members — including the parents — were 
increased, by the year 1820, to the goodly number of twelve, 
two of whom were deaf and dumb. The eldest son, who 
was the fourth in succession, has a pleasing and grateful 
recollection of the period from 1823 to 182^. Since tlic 
expiration, of this jicriod a cpiarter of a century has passed 
away, bearing with its revolving years many changes. Tlic 
honoured parents still live in the same cottage, having 
with them the two deaf mutes, and another daughter, 
has for many years been a severe but patient Christiau 
sufferer — three have gone to the “better land” — and the 
rest are widely spread, and, with one exception, connected 
wi'h families of their own ; notwithstanding, the above 
period of seven years lias not been dffaced from the 
memory hor the heart. 

Then, the- father was engaged in a flax manufactor}", 
from early morn till late at even ; consequently, the traiu- 
i'lg of the family, and the conducting of a small farm, 
devolved upon an affectionate and intelligent mother. By 
the younger members of the family the father was seldom 



SCOTTISH PEASANTRY. 


31 


seen during the week, save at meal-times — it being a privi- 
lege, rarely enjoyed, to sit up to greet his return home for 
the night. But the mother faithfully attended to the 
reading and the teaching of God's word — enforcing the 
duty of ncknowledging the \iise Disposer of all events in 
every thing. Meal-times were always sanctified with the 
word of God and prayer ; and 4.he domestic altar was never 
left without its morning and evening sacrifice. The Satur- 
<]ny evening,' and the Sabbath day, were especially seasons 
of enjoyment. In short, this humble dwelling was a 
Bethel, where the word of God was the infallible guide, 
and the presence of Jesus the source of consolation. 

Early rising, especially on Sabbath morning, was 
encouraged. Although this family had four miles to walk 
to a place of worship, by well-arranged plans there w'as 
abundance of time for devotional exercises at home. All 
these exercises seemed so natural, that they were never felt 
to be irksome. The members of the family visited, in 
their turn, with great delight, the house of prayer — and, in 
keeping with the Divine promise made to the Jews, no evil 
befel those who were left at home. On Sabbath afternoon, 
the cottage became the lively scene of a SabbaU^ school — 
and the affectionate parent was generally the only det^)tcd 
teacher. But to the family itself, the last part of this 
holy day was the best, lii a summer evening, favoured 
with the i^ild *rays of the declining sun — or in the winter 
season, surrounding a clean hearth with a blazing fire — 
this interesting family group is to be seen, clothed in their 
best attire, neat and clean, with bright countenance 3 *^Dd- 
glowing licarls,* singing some favourite psalm, reading 
verse by verse some appropriate chapter, exchanging 
thoughts as to the meaning of what has been read — the 
children repeating those portions of Scripture learned 
during the preceding w'eek, and receiving counsel as ceeli 
case requires— after which, all, in solemn 'awe, join in 
fervent supplications to the hearer and answerer of prayer. 
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With a kind ** good night/’ and a hearty shaking of the 
bands, this family retires to rest. 

The eldest son has never forgotten such scenes as those ; 
and he felt their influence when he passed through the 
trials of an apprenticeship — underwent the discipline of a 
college course — bore the burden of a short missionary 
career in a foreign land — ‘engaged in pastoral w'ork near 
his native cottage and elsewhere — and passed through 
scenes of personal affliction. 

This short paper has been written to encourage pious, 
consistent parents — to show what power and influence they 
possess — and (o aid the “ Mothers* Friend ** in her holy 
and peculiar walk of usefulness. 

Boaz. 


A DAY WITH THE COTTAGEll’S WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE,— No. VIL 

THE WORN- OUT GARMENT. 

The most careful mending will not make garments last 
for ever. •As the cottage mother lays aside one that is worn 
out* does she ever think how the Bible makes it a picture of 
th^ passing away of all things here ? Of old hast thou 
laid the foundations of the earth, and the heavens are the 
work of thine hands. They shall perish, but thou shall 
endure ; yea, all of them shall wax old as doth a garment ; 
as a vesture shall thou change them, and they shall be 
•^oMinged.” (Ps. cii. 25, 26.) 

The blue sky, with the bright white clouds that rest upon 
its bosom, seems ever new and fresh. The trees put on fresh 
foliage eveiy spring, the grass springs up anew, with the sweet 
and many-cbloared flowers of the meadow ; yet all these, 
finfsh, bright, and new as they seem, must j>erish, wax old, 
as a garment. 8Bali we then flx our heart's fond affections 
on so passing a world ? Simll not each thing that perishes 
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in our hands recall our Saviour’s words, “ Lay not up for 
yourselves treasures on earth, where moth and rust doth 
corrupt, and wliere thieves break through and steal ; but 
lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven, where neither 
moth nor rust doth corrupt, and where thieves do not bfeak 
through nor steal.” (Matt. vi. 19, 20.) 


HOME DUTIES.— No. IV. 

** Have mothers more than their share in the duties of domestic 
life?'* 

We last mouth left our happy family |itting down to a 
comfortable tea. The husband had just given utterance 
to his feelings before his children, in words intended to 
convey to them the high opinion he entertained of their 
mother (and it was well deserved). The children sat and 
stood around the table without noise or clamour; each 
one waited his turn to be served, and received what was 
given him with thankfulness and iu silence. There was 
order and comfort in the whole affair. The mother moved 
with quiet activity, and seemed to anticipate the wants of 
all ; the father looked around with pleasure,!^ and so led 
the conversation as to interest and amuse the whole group. 
The tea-things were soon washed, and put in their places ; 
the table wiped down, and made clean and neat, whilst the 
mother took up her work, and assumed her place at the 
right hand of the fire-place, her husband sitting opposite. 

As the children stood aroufid, one who appeared more 
animated than the rest, said, with a smiling face and^anqi^ 
sitive eye, Fifther, will you tell us a story to-nighi ? ” 
No sooner were the words out of his mouth* than joy 
started into every countenance, and every voice exclaimed, 
*‘Do, father, do! O yes, do!” «‘A story, boys, eh! 
why, we bad a story last nijght, hadn’t we 7**^ 
father, we read to you out of the * Old £ea Captain.' and 
then yonlieard us say oar lessons.” ** believe it 
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was SO ; but 1 don’t know what story to tell you. I cannot 
recollect oi)c now; can’t we read a bit?” “No, father; 
you said you would tell us a story, because wc said our 
lessons so well ; did he riOt, mother ? ” said a lively little 
girl. “ must say, I think he did,” responded the 

mother. “ There, mother says so, and therefore you 
will.” “Ah, you sly chaps,” answered the father; “you 
liave got mother on your side, so you think you are sure to 
succeed. Well, what does mother say about your conduct 
to-day ? Have you been good children ? have you been all 
kind to her — done whatever she told you — helped her as 
far as you wer^ able ? You see your mother has a great 
deal to do ; slie has to look after you all when 1 arn away, 
working to maintain you ; she has to get you all ready for 
school, and when you are away she Las to tidy up, and get 
a nice warm dinner against we come back — and it is always 
punctually on the table, because she knows I have no time 
to wait. She has then to look after you till school-time ; 
and when wc come back in the evening, we not only find our 
ten ready for us, but* everything clean and comfortable. 
Nowy who do you think does all this ? — and it is not done 
without grynt labour and toil ; only your mother does it 
all, and she docs it out of love«to you and me ; and, 1 am 
sure, the least wc cau do is to love her in return, and give 
her all the help we can. What say you, mother, do they 
deserve a story ? ” “ Well, dear, 1 think they do ; and as 

few children have so kind a fatlicr, I am sure they will not 
only listen attentively to your story, but try to improve by 
“ Well, then, come, let us see; there is a part of my 
ow'Q history which just now comes to my recollection, and 
perhaps it will be instructive as well as amusing.” 

THE father’s story. 

•mJ* You have heard me say that your grandmother was 
left a young widow, in rather straitened circumstances, and, 
as a consequence, 1 was sent to a cheap but good school. 
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more than one hundred and fifty miles awn}% which, sixty 
years ago, was a formidable adventure ; and 1 remember 
being pointed out as the little boy who had been to London, 
— rather a wonderful thing at that time. Now, I lodged 
and boarded ^^ith an old nurse of the family, she and 
her husband, havitig no children of their own, took a great 
liking to me, and, but that I bore another name, might 
have been taken for their own son ; indeed, I recollect him 
once telling me, that a respectable ironmonger in the place 
wanted me as an apprentice, but he was told that I was an 
apple from another tree. Whilst I remained here, during 
holiday lime, one of my schoolfellows, with whom I was 
intimate, invited me to spend a few days with him. This 
1 was permitted to do, and was greatly delighted with the 
thought. I had twelve miles to ride in a market cart, and 
this was a treat of no common order to a boy like me. 

“ The parents of my schoolfellow received me very kindly, 
and the days passed merrily, rambling in the fields, and on 
the sea-sands gathering cockles. But whilst I was there 
iSunday came, and I went with xny friends to church in the 
morning. In the afternoon another boy joined us, who 
was also a schoolfellow, and, as there was no church in the 
afternoon, it was proposed 4hat we should piny at pitch - 
aud-toss. Now 1 was sadly troubled at the proposal, 
because L knew it to be WTong ; yet I had not courage to 
say * No,’ so I joined in the game, my conscience accusing 
me all the time w’e played, which was by the side of a long 
barn ; and as we went backwards and forwards, I kept 
looking nt a large black cloud which hung over 
expected every moment to see fire come out, or some awful 
token of the displeasure of God ; but tie was pfeased to 
leave me to the reproaches of my conscience, and the 
inward workings of the Holy Spirit, against whom 1 was 
striving. , •• 

Oh ! my children, remember to keejf holy the Sabbath 
day. Your father forced his conscience, more than fifty 
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years ago, and be has never forgotten it to the present 
time. Always bear in mind the Scripture which says, 
' If sinners entice thee, consent thou not.’ But it is high 
time you were all in bed, and don’t forget to pray for a 
tender ibnscience!” Fathers and mothers, behold the 
picture — is it like ? Sf, B. 


SOMETHING FOB YOUNG MOTHERS. 

. To the Editor of ** The Mothers* Friend** 

« 

Dear Madam, — Having just followed to the grave the 
remains of a beloved infant, who has been removed under most 
painful circumstances, and being told by our medical man that 
numbers of children have shared the same fate, may 1 ask that 
you will allow me, through your pages, to warn other mothers 
of one of the many dangers to which their children are exposed? 

Not quite two mouths since, my health being delicate, 1 was 
ordered to wean my baby, nine months of age, a remarkably 
fine, healthy boy. 1 was reluctant to do so, as he then coughed, 
and 1 feared hooping, but was told my own health demanded 
it. Duripg the first three weeks there was no apparent change, 
except that the bowels became relaxed, and he had very restless 
nights ; this I attributed tq^he change in weaning, and cutting 
liL teeth. The following week he began to waste, and although ‘ 
the cough was slight, and had never been very violent, there 
was great languor. The weather at the time being mild, 1 kept 
him in the open air nearly all tlie day, thinking it desirable fur 
'hooping cough, and ealled in our medical man, but he continued 
A»t6^ink, although taking a great amount of nourishment. 

A bout ten days previous to his death, I discovered, to my great 
alarm, that my seifvaiits had been systematically administering 
a decoction of poppy to cause sleep in the day-^they were 
never entrusted with him at night ; and he at last died in a 
couvulsive fit, which, if this discovery had not been made, 
would Lave been attributed to other causes. I requested 
that the body should be examined after death, although I knew 
tho pokmn could not be found ; and it was tlmo made plain that 
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the coats of the stomach were leaving him wlien I observed the 
alteration in the bowels. 

1 leave you to insert this melancholy case in v/hatever way 
think best 

Yours truly, 

A BbRBAVBD IftoTHER*. 

BUSY FATHERS.— No. 11. 

“Mother! look how the sun is shining; won’t we be 
able to take father’s dinner? I like to take father’s dinner 
to the field ; we all sit down, and father talks so nicely 
while he is eating it, like he does in the evenings when he 
has done the horses up.” ** Yes, Patty, you have a good 
father ; many little children, whose fathers are as busy as 
yours always is, and who work as hard, never think they can 
find time to talk to their little children.” “ No, mother, 
that they don’t, for Sally Lovelass sai(f one day she wished 
her father was like ours, for he never cares about his 
children, but when he comes home he goes almost directly 
up to the ‘ Black Bear.* ” “ Poor child I I am sorry for 

her, dear, but she should never tell strangers of her parent’s 
faults.” • 

The children were soon sent on with their father’s dinner, 
and as they approached the pifte where he w^as workyig, 
one of them exclaimed, — *'Look, look, Teddy, father has 
made a nice little seat for us by the hedge — he thought we 
should come to-day with his dinner. “Oh, so he has; 
won’t it be cosy?” “ Ah, here you arc, my little chicks'; 
have you got father’s dinner? Ah, I thought so ; all nicTTflSr 
mother always sends it ; a good mother you have, ^ my little 
hearties.” “ Oh, how funny for you to say that, father^ 
mother said just now we had a good father.” Ah, you 
Imve a very busy one, my dears be wishes he had more 
time to help your mother in the care of you all ; hers'lb 
^ hard and busy work for this world and the next.” ** Father, 
what is the matter with your hand ? you have your hand- 



38 TEACH YOUR LITTLE ONES THESE SWEET LINES. 

kerchief round it.” “Oh, only a little matter, as it hap- 
pened ; one bf the horses kicked up, but I am not much 
hurt, thank Providence.” “Well, father, then maybe 
that is because mother always prays for gentle Jesus to 
take care of you.” “ Maybe *tis, my boy,” the rough 
mail replied, while he wiped away a tear with the sleeve of 
his ooat. “ Father, don’t you wish ’twas always Sunday ? 
I do, ’tis so nice to hear you read and talk to us.” “ Ab, 
well, my dear children, the rough w'ork of this busy world 
will soon be over, and then, I hope, w'e shall all live together 
ill a better world for ever, where it will be always like 
Sunday.” “^nd, father, we shall sec dear baby up there, 
too, among the angels.” 


TEACH YOUR LITTLE ONES THESE SWEET LINES, 
MOTHER. 

I WANT to be like Jesus, 

So lovely uud so meek ; 

For no one marked an angry word, 

That ever beard Him speak. 

1 want to be like Jesus, 

So frequently in prayer; 

Alone upon the mountain top, 

He met his Ather there. 

I want to be like Jesus, 

For I never — never find, 

That He, though .persecuted, was 
To any one unkind. 

I want to be like Jesus, * 

Eugagecl in doing good ; 

That of me it may be said, 

“ She hath done whut she could.” 

Alas! I’m not like Jesus, 

As any one may see. 

Oh ! gentle Saviour, send thy grace, 

And make me like to thee. 
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A WORD FOR YOUNG MEN. 

PERSEVERANCE. 

Perseverance makes a man valuable to bimself, to 
society, to the world. It encourages the faint-hearted to 
almost superhuman efforts. If he droop for a moment, he 
is up and on liis feet again, to the glory of some, at^thc 
disappointment of others ; he does not mind stumbling- 
blocks, but with Impediments he beats back misfortunes. 
'Take away every support but a good conscience, and he 
will battle on. Burn his house over his head, he will build 
it up again. Sink Ins shij)s in the ocean, he will sail others ' 
over their wrecks. Try to injure his good name, he will 
stem the tide of oppression, and swim on till he gains the 
dry land. All this is far from easy work — it cannot be 
done when you are half-atfleep ! More, you will need help 
\o press on from an unseen arm, and a \ oicc unlicard by 
otliers, sa}ing, “Go forward.** You must have a prize in 
>iew beyond the ken of the mere worldly man, or the end 
of } our journey will be disappointment. 

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

** l^call to remembrance my bong in the night.’’— Psalm Ixxvii. G."* 

Who, in this wilderness o^voc, 

Can lay the hand upon the heart, 

And say, “ I We ne’er experienced grief. 

Nor felt the briny tear-drop start ? ” 

All have their trials, more or less ; 

That night of sorrow all must see : 

Then, humble follower of the Lamb, 

Tel! me, how has it been w ith thee? 

Thy night of sorrow, perhaps, was thib — 

To lose for aye a partner dear ; 

But sad as thy condition proved, 

, Was there no son^ thy heart to chjer? 

** But though he cause grief, yet will be have compas aion according to 
the nutnbe.* of his inereies.”-^Lain. hi. 32. 
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Or, perhaps, thou sore-afEicted maid. 

Thy friend soon ceased a friend to be : 

But midst the hours of loneliness, 

I ween there was a song for 'thee. 

** There is a friend that sticlceth closer than a brother.*' — Pror. xviii 24. 

And thou, pale youth, who long hast been 
Upon the couch of sickness thrown ; 

But was there no sweet song for thee ? 

And bowed no car to hear tb\ groan ? 

The Lord shall strengthen him upon the bed of languishing thou 
wilt make all his bed in his sickness " — Psalm xli 3. 

Aiid'tbou, poor «oul, whom the areli-fieiid 
Perplexed, and tried, and tempted long ; 

But fading still to do thee harm. 

Say what was thy triiini^hant song ? 

** My grace is sufficient for thee , for my strength is made peifect in 
weakness " — 1 Cor. xii. 9. 

Christian^, whate'er )our aufferings here— 
Innumerable though they be — 

There is a song each heart to cheer ; 

There ia a blighter day to see. 

Why drt thou cast down, O my soul ’ and why art thou disquieted 
within me? Hope thou m God . for I shall yet praise Him, who ib 
the health of my countenance, and my God." — Psalm xlii. 11. 

By the Auikur of** Poems for the Domestic Hearth,"^ 

XnE BBOKEN BRIDGE. 

He that cannot forgire othera, breaks the bridge orer 
i^3icb he mnst pass himself ; for CFeiy man has need to be 
forgireii. 


KOTigSS OF BOOKS. 

« <1 

Mu Maftr’.* Mfttin* ybr 18S4. : Wertheim 

^MiUMtetoab. 

limmwWn g lim . -rawM. iMfy WMtntad. 
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THE FATAL MISTAKE. 

“ I tvM going to hmvent Imt ilis Undared me," 
TEB FATiaUlNO SABBATH. 


" Comb, mj little Patty, eatyanr bread aad butter^g-yiPB 
are not gating on this tnofoui^” said d<dm Aftasbra!^ tlw 
painter, to his little girl af dra aiuataei!s« Ntb ftthair,'* 
rephed the child, “ I am so tired, and my leg aches so bad, 
and it has been aching too in the night, it hbs ; imd I wish 
you would not make me walk so far an Snaday, that I do. 
1 would lather be at school, that I teOtdd.” * 

•• Ah, you are a little, pony, ddiesde thing,” said the 
mother, “ but the fresh air will do yon goad,” ” What is 
delicate, mother? is it ^ die soon, like Mary May bank f 
Teacher said she was always delicate. Shall I die soea, 
too, mother ?” *' Die, child t No i^'wbo pot each dark 
thoughts into your head, I wonder I” ” NojMy, mother^ 
they came there. But don’t you think, mother, hearen i| 
a prettier place than earth ? Graodniotber told me so 00^ 
day, before she went there to live; Wd she said that andC 
Sarah and baby were singing np there aU the *tiB>e> ^ 
should like to go Aere ! — won’t my leg aehe when I ggt'^ 
there? Grandumther aud she riuMU kare all her paw* 
and sorrows herll when she we&t to lire these.” <’Sbeaii^ 
some breakfost, my child,” uiged Mrs. Armstrong, whik 
tear stole unlddden down her idkek at the meatioo of 
good mother. 


“ Well, Mary, am aometldng about the Braw hi 
for I count I am more tired now, a fit d(|d, than 
Saturday night, and I don’t foel up to my Moad|;f a 
1 thmk I fcbull go to Chnreh neat Snodi^^fiw the 
getting a rest ; I don’t know hoH 1 
my job np at the Hall ’ Shall I 
fAther, and I, a id 1 J ” aaked- flllityv 
Annie. 

TOL. Yllf. 
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be tired, I am thinking, before it is half over**’ No, I 
shall not, 'father; I was ?iever tired when I used to go with 
poor grandmother,” said Patty. 

‘‘Now, my dear,” said the mother, “jump down, if you 
dbn’t want any more breakfast. I think }our grandmother 
left her cloak upon jou when she died, for you seem to 
thinlRnore about things that she liked thnu about childish 
play.” “ Her cloak, mother I Whr.t, the nice warm red 
one,— shall I have it next winter ?” “ Run away, my 

dear, I did not just mean a real cloak, but her ways and 
sayings.” “Oh, mother, how very funny I How can 
wa}s and sayings be a cloak? Oh, oh! funny mother !” 
“ Come away, Tommy, we shaH be late for school.” “Aye, 
aye, run away, children, I am very busy.” 

“Well,” said the father, “ I suppose I must run away 
too ; but, depend upon it, I am as tired as a dog ; my Sun- 
day pleasure don’t agree with me. I could go to sleep this 
very minute, and no mistake/* “ Mother, mother 1 where 
is my school wrap?** “ WeU, I declare, John Armstrong, 
if I don’t believe we left that nice wrap u))on the bench in 
the Park. Oh, how very silly we all were *” “ Silly, sure 
enough, wife, in more ways than one, I am thinking, for we 
shall find our Sunday pleasure cost strength and money 
t«o ; so Sam Maybank’s ways are best after all, for the body 
and the pocket, and maybe, as he sa}s, better to think 
about afterwards.’* “ Oh, I don’t know about that,” re- 
plied the Mife, tartly; “ I have nothing to trouble me about 
it but the child’s wrap.” “Well, well, Mary, don’t be 
' twisted about the matter. Good morning.” 


EVERY HEART KNOWS ITS OWN BITTERNESS. 
’ No. II. 

On this heart-subject we have selected a few cases from 
the sorrowing many, to remmd us that we are not alone n 
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our midttiglit weeping. The first we shall inention is that 
of the mother of a glorified infant; she tells iiS' the tale of 
sorrow with her own pen : — 

** When I last wrote/’ she says, ** 1 was a jojfuh happy 
mother. My precious babe lay asleep in his cradle. *1 
thought 1 would compose a little hymn^ suitable for an 
infant’s ear i but, in spite of all my efforts, xny thflhghts 
would run upon my little one, and erery now and then I 
could not avoid rising to bend over his cradle and see that 
he was really sleeping and safe. That day week I was 
again by the side of my little one* Again do I head over 
him, — but he stirs not ; the little arm is thrown out no 
more, — it is placed quietly upon his breast, and there is no 
movement. His countenance looks even more beautiful 
than ever ; but the cheek wears upt its usual flush, and 
the bright, dark eye is not quite closed. The lips are as 
red as wheh he used to raise them to meet mine ; but, alas I 
when 1 stoop to kiss them, I starti for they arc icy cold, 
and nought that I can do will warm them* Ob, what means 
it all ? These are the arms 1 have felt twine around m^ 
neck ; those eyes, how sweetly they gazed npon me, and 
these little feet followed me* TAey tell me he is tead; but 
it does not satisfy — it does not convince a yearning 

heart ; sua cannot feel be is 4ead. His image is ever befgre 
her — his thousand little ways, which none, perhaps, hut 
herself noted, continually rise up in her heart and memory, 
and she feels that he cannot be dead. 

Then they tried to comfort me with words* They said* 
my boy was in heaven, free for ever from pain and sorrouTf 
but still it would not suffice. I turned away, and sgain and 
again asked for my boy. At last, my mother told me of a 
glorious smile that illuminated his features a moment before 
he died, as if he saw a vision of bliss and glory no mortal’s 
eye might ken of, and then closed his eyes for everf os iT 
uis spirit had gone with the heavenly messenger* And 
now my heart began to feel and realise tlie blessed truth. 
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Ilia description his last moments awoke my alamhenng 
faith. I MW my boy in his glorified ststay rObed in the 
gamcnts of the blessed <mes» and with a in his hand, 
joining the chorus of infant seraphs arodnd the throne of 
, llviifg light. And would I now have him back again? No, 
no ; — ^though my home is desolate and my heart isWeed^ 
ing, f^sk thee not again. I could fitot keep sorrdw and 
pain from thee Away with the angels flee thou, my ton, 
and join in their songs of pmise ; and the thought of thy 
happiness shall give pleasure even to thy mother ** 

. ** Aye/* <5ays a mother, but this babe died in hit easy 
couch, and ndne was taken suddenly from me; 4n a 
moment, ere I could say fkrcwell, he was deaf to my loice 
Every heart knoweth its own bitterness.** 

BUSY FATHERS.— No. HI 

♦'Run, Martha I— run I Bless me, if there is not 
master’s hell ringing a good one ! }oa will get a blessing, 
maybe, if you don’t look sharp. ’Tis very late, —he’s in 
a hurry to dress, though not to get up.’* Please, Sir, did 

yon ring^” asked Martha, at the dressing-room door 
** Bing I Yes, I did ring. Where is your mistress ?— 
C^ll her » call her I ” Flem, Sir, she is with the children 

in the school-room ; this is their reading time ** Call 
herl call her!” HeasS, Sir, they sing and pray too ; and 
missus says nobody must knock till she comes out.” ** Oh, 
*all stuff! — nonsense !— cant ! Here, girl, get me another 
— I have twisted off the button from this bothering 
thing; ,it could, not ha\e been attended to properly.” 

please. Sir, you hare a set all ready, and aired, in the 
second drawer; ntissns and I always examine all the 
buttons, and put them in order.” ”Take up the boiling 
water for me in the breakfast-room ; see that all is ready, 
for i am in a^"|Jreat hurry.” •' Please, Sir, everything is 
ready.” * 



ST] 


tM 4C M % 

vith hi^ |^»Qf<MBi|piml nta^ 

*as toiia^liba Sma W clUI 44 iMg^t to «4e any of bU iittia 
^ ORa% 4 ii 4 bo 4a< tqio aJaepf in the tnorning to meet them 
ertihe 4ldiooVtilna canw. At a kte hour evcrj tfiertii^ 
the vift'jweai^ at a aecaatl breakfut ; A>r her hntlbaliA k 
'* too bn^ ” tQ'lpiiM taf tiiae (at bet ot (tt l^ohibbren. 

.‘^hat^Kiio abtliata aee*^iwme« lore t ”>Mi*.'€lin4^oy 
meekly wtke. ** ’QM( is « foestiop t oannot answer ; I 
bare sareral oases in Comt ta>day, and Z have promised to go 
and look at May’s new honseand goods ; so I am vary busy.” 

A bunied hreiddast, and a has^ “ good bye,” aud the 
busy father is gone. As dhe oveaNkOshms wife aatqbes 
hint ilom the wmdow, she estdain^ with a heavy heart, 
” Oh ! bow 1 wish my busy husband would contiive to find 
some little time to spen^ with me and our children ! ” How 
can snch Athers know anything of the characters of their 
children T How will they rend^ in their account of them ? 


STEP-MOTHEltS.— No,. III. 

4 

In a reneat visit to a oountry ZqwAi a lady with tvhom I 
became acquainted iuformed me that she had an uncle who 
was a widower, with a Isiga halfgrowuonp family of 
mttnly, ill>managed childreD. Qs wkhed to marry jgain, 
but the lady to whom he offer^di himself refused him on 
the score of bis family, flo w^mned ^he yanng people of 
Uas, and they all of their owq qoeord went to her, and 
begged site would marry their father^ as^thoywere suie A* 
would he kind to^hma, asid mahwtiiem happy. At length 
she consented* IJlhafuitt went 4o, obodoh with her; the 
girls heg|^ to he hsf hridesqx^ ; Msd she was enabled 
sotQ uss.theh|flnfnee she.had gaiiied.nu their hearts, that 
she was <he matiw of effecting an cMdre feronnation tho^ 
ramily, and they became a w^>edaeatad, vrell-b^mved 
family, and turned out « comfoit to thmr purents. 



’48" 


OF t-WTLB tmtii 

Ewnec I.x'< 94 ^n«n.^Vw^ AtJAastralind, in 'Waltw^ 
4^tni^ AMgMik^ 1842. dhaJud, as an iufont, daHoote 
iMKh) iftMjkr bwfrfttfui ; the mQStp}a«(d» 

geotte (li a| «Htia fc»»aajd»M 4aanift|tei^hjr her, erea «t thil 
cairfy parM.' < a pie mre i wt Bi nw Ktlier. Her iniii^ 
irill nerisr &rtirtieaioo)pidt nhthi oldsfa# had oph- 
ftinlMda, ft tiiMt pijRfe}4Hsftft9«i«/AiMtaiUft, 'S'hent she 
ftn the lii|tIe<j|{lil’83ap1i'be«(aedto auneher$ not a orpiemB 
to be hMied-A^fftHent. fe^ able t«f open ^en 'S>r 

ten d^e.> H# hmther aaeaddna .thie p» a tnut of het 
ehaneter iis oftffNiUb, fanowing as she did that 3l«»dear 
little end’lres lufltriag'ettoagh tie make hir senatfie ttm» 
quiver in every nerve. « 

As Eunice gewr ohMt >ber disposHkni was so lovbly and 
gentle that it ante Ih htfow.wnd not to loue Iter; 

and thus all or mtjT'Wfaw nhrsed her, or who lived: 4n the 


Jbonse or near, nrena stmt; 'if 4hef IHW olf’Ao was moved, 
to come Mid viwt4HM4g<lW«ilkdtbiiitf^lier4ittkfRreaeo(l»hf 
such as JieylMl3.< >CIAeil 9iat*lAtr mOliier, when <3faia has 
missed her, thaddlMF sittia^’hy'tiie old Hottentot>stnaiA 
of the people VM «i^tdte<ibMB8 heKipprents leadedif and 
pralilhbgto iter, wddht Iribo wodd te teaching her to speSfc 
tlm Dntol^fauqpitgey ondithd old wolaati*a miatress wotdd 
oay, mhtr levtnEnnice, for Anigp 

' does — dhd>4)i oUkertatHee Uvfog ,)e(ie 

■tSves nonuf htilHetbliIf.'l •CJUd'liktMi^^whetnrek’she 
«»ntsl|4 itM<dUt^to ttfUfc tetstfdtis /idj^ds*. SbewoHAd 
)BOe--«ihe dM;tde ms tc love. 


E\en^ ses^^CforWI^ «n> hmgnea. 

voyages oae,ifioBi 

^sttaHvttft tli« ^sgpi * fl |dfo!fl#,t*frWtf< 

ddr'lbai^.d^lw IfdMfai & fond 


With her extreme tttidenieie mtA geaflttess rim ***• 
Uvelj. pkjriid, imd inteUinnt j tad eftta fi^id pfUff 
the Ceptain m be itM thking hhrri^ ha' 
pat her little Bugera ta hit tgree, e<(d **4 «iwt <4 «ae 
ihepTetwpictur<s,CspMiaf** AHdi$)m«mri48iM*9inK 
ou]|^, «Ohl Neecy!** imd eiBp)|y bmpo etf i) ^ 

Itm^a lor her ; thet^h* «etwmU|*trir m mm tMnfil^*v%re 
eoddbeodcoaipleitaegriarihta: miri twmy Itaw i erety 
day didsbeb^K'^^^^’*^*^^**^ .3%* Jdate, (m 
-mibr aha was a witemid ft!twiite>^bad beeeme M ftrid 
of her, that ah* tmght^ is her ebaldiab pleyt ga te hu 
cihia^r aadnrakebim hyeiyuigt ** Ji(PaiM»<aMipt«i8^t 
bells !" tfaoughf'peibapi^ bel^ batfjiMl eehie doatiifnmi 
his irntrii and iSiUes itslem>« Still ritMeereta** mbuhes 
for her* so eatirriy «h* etasittcd heraril luoand 
them alL ' 

LHtle ehfldren, thee* are veiy Uttie thiaig% and they are 
abent a very httle gM^ <M they «w smethy ‘O^jowtadaiy 
imitation ». fw Jems hide «a "hm tar srighhtarM Pta> 
sdres ;** and I think if we love erei^y ota tathle litriegiid 
(fid* are ahull anrriy be bnred in retata ; for this ie the 
kngwfa of the Bible* ^'WeJove Btm becanserHe drat 
leved aa«” Often has rids Utdeene aeii* ” Jiaauaa. I lore 
everybody and eTeiy|lnDg ; 1 for* the paeay* aadtbeliti|jie 
birds and horteb hot I dta't lata rial eanhigee^ htinnse 
they can’t apeak or foth^ Thai woald^Iittk eta tell 
not her beait of adrataal lav^aidntaee'evnyridqg to lom 
her* She wtaldtaBe to the paaiy* nr Uwdeibtaita little’ 
birdi forta boqr»4egWhaH iui ff (Utdetotodir 

her; apdthoil|AilMI9:4tt her 

bps, theyaota haMri litalMri; aniiroaM: 

nevw tta aampAdtaAilr Ihi^ dtkifoem Htriehefsand 
giria* ntbo |da(s)fi<Aieir eota ,, 

Whta'jjBtodtatariat ftet thfd lelded fer «ririnbu<^’«‘ 
ttaridnjdy/exma^ed. A Wy, oikidf etwxpliliMM^ 
had heftlajpi^ «ii btari end if 

p3 





^ *? 4<J5fc. 

«il4<l^irit«i st^ <|i|t, «E<f^ |ie> fey h«,fpT*n hour 

^feijl^i^ oV^emed ^an^^pmt^d to i 4 tliou|^<tri)e 
,«fl« niM, jdip^ ^ ^oct w >01007 M 

i4^i)dV0O9»><Mifd».^ jbdy «otise4tb«^ it always tptolc 

oaWtlm ^om J|)>.> save Eunioe. ^ 

vtm ew^ tf^ft or dep^otkd on 9 tfe««*/or ainama>oiM» 
4io|oia^jMl«^[d^RiDgnMmldpi tmdttwao |de«oiig to 
9Mi wfafOi tffwmt trifles irooi^ {Wrin^.^tiKl lyqmiso her. 
OflieB «oolfli^«itsn 4 oaity!fe «IitlteiHis^<^r limits 
mwl^ (m, tbs ««)]* or tiry to got 4 into her haodr^not 
to hurt Ui,*]ititt t|b%t she ought edow* W>fl love if. Bwr 
mother ssaaoUi^ to moke he^ e(r<44 ojt ^ sfoders, as 
tile taraotulBsond ^d«f of tim Cage of Gkiod Hope are 
TSt^eonemoHoaodj^eoUflih ^ H 

^ Wfeen sfee oniTed in Eoghmd ii was f triku^ to see how 
quickly shettoade frieodai though til were atrongeta. She 
would jua^ on tiis; lag ony one wfeo migfejt be visiting 
her patents the mentwt she wm ;eQtieed. «iid8fy> “] love 
yoQ} what is your Asnter* 

(!% iseoaORMd) 


THE mtm m u.vmmtA.^ 9 . n. 

i 

Bucssni>» heyoad dwht> wendd k» the asiattiu of the 
pnqdmt ipthtiloplfdritihngr 9wideo the certain doily 
stqppiy^of h«t^toin{mfti tmatfw the widow woti^ go^er 
gj^rit t a^htit ro tii o is tern jbis ti|whhiihtu>^held,with 

ti'hpa^hyiul <rf ^hsobUfeit theRm^that 
qtiethtii%tor . 



enlysgi^ Jeataatif^riMy^jit^dp^ 

^ mat of haj^negs, and^laid^liti^l'a^'on a sjlek-feed. 







^oltnesi Wka. m im mmm 1^ 

Itint vtjini^ m'^a %«llliMf4^fNawltt^ iffuM 

{ihere 1^ IdHP ha* 1 ''jfeMlM 

afing Wi;;'* *< VHi 

flit6tl>er;f ** I lf «l pi m )t li rii^l li y 'j iW it ft 

to God mi'>*a >*« m imm i i*>tpU biti iKMi» 
feeling-Ht * “♦» ' 4 *>f ^ 

But tM<ft! aM > *rid a>r IP ia«»o»> fiakh 

in Iter aaidt Ibr nt fimtilMt -tinker B«f, 

gAtt bnke <ou4 iA l>ittllll«t4 IriMy «««dk< * 
to bring Wf alBtiM rt| Ba<(> | r ilit« w. and to 
We thilrit tbat tlito''k 4be •njn'nnion of * 'titoMeSMto 
awakwnd to » wm> of 4MM>t ton^toiMbniitortiiq; >«a(itoi(4C ; 
tb«i; fbe ifM of hat hmit^ddktoiy' o«a btooght hbtoo to 
her hj tbo Spirit of'Qodi riod too oM toon iiribdMf under 
the impntotioo. notonrit Anon, to^ribe expMirace of 
metf cbtlriof'^Sori. ohril h«itt4iw tito-oAC'ifilMlrihot'Ween 
the sottl «»d (Ml nnd the iwnd dM ipridei tho jrod ia 
oTcrlotdceri *a in ehttok frooittoo beery btooa^ Bhjaht 


with the true apirit of a nnhister of God, not the 

soitov'stoiciteii mother, hat, tahtog the eb3d to bit artnai 
<aidnedhi^toto4ri»^pniiBh«i^^ • 

Metbhika the ftsy nraat hoto mietd ttieifinth 
of the %!ritor, lihe 'otdUri ftt^ostl^to aria^hat the 
ptophH Otoftt do. Steyiio*a«it''htito«i^W,ti«eof 





50 raz coTtM£*'» wirs ako bxx sibls. 

U>e instant fi^nts of ihp mineki. S«b how ten^jr ^ 
Lord deals with Hit peqtle, fven wdien diastening them 
for tlt^r sins * Hie Wt fnlls liea*rflr, but no sooner is its 
work done, than lo ! it is remored ,‘>^he soiroWfng heart 
is bealsd, mid the weed (s hdfilled to them, ** I will heal 
thsir backrii^^, 1 wffi lore them fitefy” 
iVidoared Mw^r! thereis no longer an Elijah to bring 
bask to Hfir thdse jmo koto hreed aod lost on thS battle- 
field ; in the deep ooenn-^-mt the qniet ohonb^rd — amidst 
arctic snows-— th^r bodies mnst rest till the eoming hour of 
•jndgmentt b«t the Lord God of Blijah liretb, and as sure 
as the everlaihing hills is His promise, * Lease thy father- 
less children, and let thy widows trust in ms. The 
enrthly arm of love on which yoo leaned is gone, but my 
right arm is ready to snpport yoai the true and faithfnl 
lore of an earthly spouse is taken away, hut my unchanging 
lose reniaineth t Come unto me and find rest. My faith- 
fulness and earerdiSll bear yon up in your lonely pilgrimage 
here, and carry you through the pains of death to that 
placo where aorrow and sighing are unknown.’* 

L. S. T. 


A DAT WITH THE COITAGEB’S WIFE AND 
HE& BIBLE.— No. TUI. 

I 

aatLiHo T» tot, 

Tas pot is put on to bofl for dinner. A boiling pot, 
from which the scum is not remored, is used in the Bible 
as an image tddlcAid*. Hie prophet 

EseMel was eharggd to set nn* pot, «ad ptmr water in it, 
and im B with the chcsce tMoes— the choice Cf fhe flock, 
, and make it hsil weQ, hut not to nenwre the ic«tis« Then 
this 'pot, so choicely |H)ed,t yet m 4efiledi w*» spade isn 
image of Jetosalain, ffcidtod in fsdvBtige, yet so d^led by 
sin. 1- IVoe to the bloody ei^ to ^ pot whose scum is 
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not gone out of oUt fUecft let no lot 

•fan onit. She ]i«db'ife«ried ’l|«nKlf erHili 6<^«<«nd W 
great acum msatnbtfottit Autof herj Iter aettto eUU bo& 
the Eiek. *xie« * , 

Does DOttbeootti^ttdliMCr kuowtM^lMN* U miiob . 
scum in her heart idsol >^Doea eti ou Ml lin tiiiitg to 
the top, -Itt tehatevn nhteomataMM ah* iaplaieedt If she 
is mueh'ho(aaaiaatid'4ntra«te4i (and what aaother^ who 
niusto{)eairtteii4ct>Oflee«Oli«rdii^heBaitd herwoHCfis 
not 7) then impaHehee if readjr td aatse the eroea took, tiiie 
fretful word, tite mgty dap-. If dSffietdties {Wcn doM, 
then fear and tmbdief me u|>. If m «|W ^ eomas, 
worldlinass rises. If sstghhQun prsspnv ei»y i^ngstgr. 
On what pot is it tirid the senm' doOa net rise t Th« idU 
itnportant quertingt UHnjr -if ifi ^e rt i to ssfftof Za it 
returned into the boriiag pot till the whole taess iapslluted 
sod defiled; «r is it ear^fy renunreid f Are the inqpa* 
tieot thoughts suffered to remam^ tUl an aagiy, hrritahle 
utood has clouded the whole d^; or are thejrritedced 
and prayed aguuatT> Are the edrienat worldly feelittgs 
indulged, or striven against! Above ail, is the defifetnent 
suffered to test upon the toul, or is it at onee'eonfessed 
that it utay be washed away in the blood of Jesus! The 
cottage^nother satqrheewe aw will etor, feed she aeed eot 
let it rest. If through indoioito ft nahrihf she does, let 
her beware of the solemn waraings whi^ the prophet 
gives to larad, Etric. xrie. i;!. Bead them, mother, for 
yourself. , 

m mmaimm 

We are dB fifodBer with BN. HnMM*a tewA^ verses 
on ^The G»*«i<of h Hoes^fold,*! The ridM elrarcfa> 
yard arifiedi oonttitiir riie itona^ ef dll fSe meiebsn of 
tiiwdatbe AwoBy f • 

Their gtoves etotoMeh Need 
fi;finooqVaHdsliiBsn^ wdsea.** * 
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tun ifxnttuo woifetK 


Parting is a irord of fretiuMit occutreBc^ m tlbe domestic 
circle* It haa long beat jin use ; but» at present, it may 
be heard ofteuer than cm it nm befM. Who hmong 
m has not bad to bid a long farewell to a ton or a 
daughter, a brother or a sister, goite to some new conti- 
nent or distant udaxid of the m ? When transit from one 
part of the world to atiother is so speedy, and so compa- 
ratirely easy, and when scenes of more actisltjr^ad success 
present themselves in other climes than in om* own, we 
must lay our acootmt with separaikm<«N*«and with a separa- 
tion tftat is Ukdiy to be final, as fiur as time is concerned. 
Ail that we can do in such cases » to pray and hope that 
the separation may be one of time only, and that we may 
yet meet ** to part no mme.*’ 

When as^ of the younger members of a family have 
markod out fisr themselves a new home, and are prepared 
to depart, the most deeply afi'ected of thobe who remain 
is the mother* l!%is is natural ; and where the strongest 
emotion -displayed, perhaps, not so much in one case as in 
another^is not experienced on such an dbeasion, we do not 
find a true-hearted mother. Under such circumstances, 
even a hdatben mother feels deeply* In the slave-market, 
the mother set up for sale along with her child, fears their 
separation much more than the cruel treatment to which 
they may ho aubjieoted* Taken along with the cruelties 
her ehSd may suffer, the ^feeling of eepmtkm is more 
poignant than we can conceive. But we know that in the 
mother that feeling triumphs over the other , she would 
bear any amount of suffering before this* greatest of them 
all-^poratmn. stBl better 

estimate the value of relationship, and who perhaps, too, 
know somewhat of the value of the soul that is inesti- 
.mable, wiQ asonrellly he deeply moved at the departure of 
thrir thSten, em aKboujgih that det^toimro takes plaeeby 
mtd»sl eousiad^ 

It is not ancm^ howevi^ fi»r n mother at such a time 
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to Sorrow tbr tbe Joas of those she htveeu. It is 095 enoagh 
that she he 5Ued with anxietj ihr their fhtord' ten^pwal 
interests end istmihit, end that die earnest advise how 
these may be best promoted. She has a farther and fiir 
more important work to 49 at IsaveHekiafi end mreiy, 
amid all the beetle and sonfow of depaibue, ikit wiQ not 
be forgotten. She has to attend to their tpmtuei hte> 
restfr^to adviao how the giowth of tiioae dowers she has 
laboured to plant in their hearts^ may be advanoed. This 
IS a labonr lor^ aaitber long nor diffienlt. The hearts 
of those who are going, as of ihoae who remain, are 
specially liable to impresaien at sndi a moment ; and one 
earnest word, fitly spokmi, may fin itself deeply in the 
hearer’s nsemmy, and produce a rich iimilage maigr days 
after. The wiiter knowa a motharv whose parting advice to 
her son, spoken wfth tearful eye, ha baa terer fingothen--* 
Seek the grace of God to guide you/’ Aud^ it ta to be 
hoped, he has acted upon it. Such a word, and at such a 
time, may be more unpresaWe and lasting i« its efibets, 
than all the advice, enconragement* or rsmonatnuMie of 
bygone years. When the memory of the 'wasderer reesu* 
to his tom^ his mother's fbrm sad vome wiU*be most 
readUy aaddntinetly reeallodi and hoar praeiDns oii^theo 
be the recoUection of some suds parfwy ssard as,-ii~*‘ df 
sinners entice thee, omasent thou not,” Sedi tin Xjord 
while he may be foond.” > " Beaaaa^er tityC^estoadn the 
days of thy youth.” J. S, 


A Ta0E STOftY FOR FRlEIfDS. 

V.J 

A lAxn OK ntn rot».<>-MO. m. 

Majnt sad tibottghis fiSed Sfei. Xu's, hsnrt aa Bttlo 
Ilany wait away. It seemed so vary shotddnf thud his 
own papa aboidd tMidi him to twear,«iid tfawr iaatroeiildm 
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HOME DUTIES. 


in the Unguage of li«ll ; and she felt that riw 'dbonld like 
to teti hha something more about gentle greatlj 

dedneg that this sweet little boy m%ht be one of Hu 
lamba. 

’ Little Harry did not forget to make his appearance on 
the appmnted day. He looked very glad as he entered the 
room where his friend Was sitting { and as be presented 
bis rosy dieek Ibr akisst he etebnined, ** Here 1 aaoi you 
see ; I like to come iq;ais.** He was soon seated on a 
little stool, and ibthig his eye on the picture which had at 
first attracted his attention, he asked, “ What is that little 
boy’s name up there in the picture T” “ Samuel.” '* O 
yes, I remember irow. I tohl mamma about Uie little coat 
his motlier made. But what is he drnng? Has he tumbled 
ddwn No, little Samuel is represented as praybg to 
the great God hearen ; he is kneeling.” **OhI is be? 
What IS he mying then I” ** We are not told what words 
he said, only 'he worshipped;' but I dare say he asked 
God to take away his naughty heart, and to make him a 
good and a holy boy.” " Oh! did be * Well, I should 
like to be Hke little ftunnel then ; but I must not swear 
agdn — ^diust IT” *• No, my dear Harry, I hope you wiH 
not, for the Bible says, ' Swear not at and the Bible, 
you know, is God’s book, in which He tells us all He 
wishes ns to do^ aad aH we are not to do.^* 

We must fetish the owTersationliest month. 


HOME DimE8.«-N<». V. 

" Hms UiOttien aaeie tbaa fbdr ihsit in the dotted of domesUe 
Mfcf” 

In a fenuek paper we gave «■ iBstaoMi of mutual help 
in the famSy, wfaMC the hasbund and vnfe were of one 
mind, ruling their hauselMldd in fee fearof the Lord ; havii^ 
fidfefnl children, ttot accused of riot or naruly conduct, 
htttobeying their pamufeiACtt feinga, kuowitg it to be well* 
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pleasit|guiit<^jy|^ liord. In this even^hauded piet^« we 
think It erid^li that tba greater pfgt af the 

burden f^I to the of the udfe a^d motbei^ We now 
propda^ to i^f9 aaedwr tiew of dtaaestic iA athkh^the 
irath fjilrf^fiiar IIMSA Ade«dy* fwd ak<dl t4i» thlRJW««ty of 
si^^uim; the wife end nu>t|ijir to he all she oAgb^ hOt — 
deleted# her )uud||ii«d, ebaita, keeph^g at hotter no 6usj< 
minding ^ her own ho^ which it A 
of««8^MieAd||gder» > *. 

Heir hntbaad had- pledged liis teodarait nSee^ictt% pnd 
for a tipte thtgrUW^ hapid^ tegethejvWt bp degreea there^ 
wa» a hurriedotaa in hia manAeratt^bU«i»ar^*Ve abort 
and testy , oomplajnte oame fwely. and be often apei^t his 
evenings from i^oine, and retu^ed aoUeiv saMm^ with 


tobacco jfinoke. d>sfls^|npoa jbipImovifoHtada coDverBa> 
tioa , idle could eidp afki vith a tender htok a>ld> a gentle 
ywe, if he wevdd not l^fa'tome aqpper» which was kindly 
prepared for him} tp nh>hh ho ratisajsd a surly “No/’ and 
walked up stairs. Hoar idisk grille heart arps then riven 1 
Ilowdeepl^fhowJcaenly she, f^ this neghwtl hnd,vrith 
trembhag liaads rite okpfoii the tables iookpig ppon the 
itotoucked uforsplrp}^ f ejC s yd e t^ftelingp, , This was a 
jdeeplesp ujjg^tiMiHd date ifah^ apea tresa turned on 

him whom she tapMp ipred. ^jfhfd h»dria|done? Whjt 
conid be the catuie nf fdl thisd s^ riteUghV thought in 
vam, till, atiastr#|laod a^teaia^sheaod faii^,haKitiiig.heart, 
and a few hours of restless sleep brought agalp the morning. 

With the day comes its dntia. The bteakfhst most he ’ 


ready ; the clrild^ p iyir a a jfrr aaeh of whoih 

dren, Idte the fbllMrteg} tamrifti^iteaMifad^^ th* ejetent 


and respenrilSity af iMihlWi sfGhaa «Np« ft, Johnt you 
were not in^Me riiftikMMring^rMv*‘llla^ wahted me to ‘ 
go'^est anWadbhiP/^ if l^djd JntJMidg your pngrie 
thm morniag. (^‘flhWb/fllhasKHiiWa^flwrwill 
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HOME ^DUTIES. 


send it to-morrow.*’ “And you, Eliza, were iwt herls at all 
yesterday.” “Mother says she is sorry. Sir, hut she was 
obliged to keep me at home to mind the baby.” And so 
mniversally this is the case, that masters and mistresses of 
schools decide at once as to the character of the mother 
from the appearance and habits of the child. Tho father 
seldom, indeed, enters into their calculations ; and this care 
and burden of the mother is incessant, from morning to 
night, week to week, and increasing from year to year. She 
must bear it alone, loo, unbelpcd, unaided. Food must be 
found ; for the clamorous little group make all their appeals 
toiler; the constant cry is, “ Mother, I am so hungry, please 
may I have a piece of bread and butter.” 

The husband’s linen, as well as the children’s clothes, 
must be kept well-meuded and tidy* Then those tiresome 
shoes, which, alas ! must be worn two at a time. “ Only 
think, Sir,” said an anxious but clever mother, “twelve pair 
of shoes going every day. I am hard set to keep the shoe- 
maker out of the house.” Now all this is to be done with 
a scanty and uncertain purse. Oh, yes ! mothers, immortal 
praise be yours who triumph amidst such diiBculties 1 This 
is heroisjn — true heroisitn, a bloodless victory, which mighty 
conquerors never won. you lay a platform on which the 
world build all their hopes. Both men and women, as a 
rule, are what you make them. Courage, then, be ])atient, 
persevere, and verily you shall have your reward. 

We intend, next month, to say a word to fathers, with a 
view to show them that, if they wish home to be happy, 
^they must do their part; nor let the devoted wife and mother 
have all the .toij apd labour Everything may be accom- 
plished by united, well-directed efforts ; but there is no 
wisdom like that from above. May the Lord, in liis iuli- 
nite mercy, give you understanding in all things. 


M. B. 
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THE DYING BOY. • 

' Fram the world of spirits there descends a -bridge of light con - 
. necting it with thie.*' 

' O man ! there are many marvels ; yet life is more a mystery than 
death/’ . 

“ Moturr ! 0 Tnofhor !’* said the dying boy, 

** Moilier ! O lead me up to share your joy ! 

Yon often told me of the land above, 

Ti}e homo of joy, of glory, and of love. 

Mother! O mother! come and take me Tvhero 
The bhjssed Jesus lives— oh ! load me there/* 

The father, blurd with tears, turned tb the bed, 

^^Thy luotiier sleeps, my son, among the dead; 

Thy mother cannot hear thee, darling boy^ 

She lives with angels doav, and shares their joy.’ ^ 

• 

The dying boy could hear no mortal voice ; 

Yes, mother dear, I come, rejoice ! rejoice!*^ 

Tlie mortal strife was oVr — the .spirit passed 
With these glad joyous words — they wm* the last. 

The boy has met his mother — a bright band 
Wafts the young victor to the spirit-Jand, 

Father! weep not — thy boy is safe above ; 

Safe with his mother now, his early love. 

Wrap the white grave-rolie round thy beaureous boy, 
Then tread the upward path to share his jtjy. 


TRUTHS FROM TRIFLES, AND A NEW GAME. 

While descending the elope of a mountain, I overtook 
an old gentleman, who was. travelling in the same direction ; 
and having received a cordial invitation tV dine with him, 
as we drew near his house, I thanked him for his hospi- 
tality and accepted it. On reaching the abode of my 
venerable friend, I was struck witfi. ita air of comfort^, and 
7 . found that my host possessed a good share of skill and 
enterprise* At the bouse I founds besides the family, a 



58 TRUTHS FROM TRIFLES, AND A NEW GAME. 

number of young persons from a neighbouring village. 
After dihner the company separated, to amuse themselves 
as best suited their varied fancies. One occupied himself 
in examining fossil and. mineral specimens i another enter- 
tained a small circle* reading from “Fanny Forester;*’ 
while two others were discussing points of theology and 
Bible lustory; and I heard the question, ‘*What was 
nicaiit by the dirision of the earth in the days of Peleg ? 

But what particularly attracted niy notice was the novel 
way in which a company of young persons were amusing 
themselves on the lawn in front of the house. The play 
w\as this : each pne by turns would endeavour, with his 
eyes bandaged, to walk in a straight line to a certain spot ; 
and it was truly ludicrous to see how very far some,, though 
most earnestly endeavouring to proceed in a straight line, 
would deviate either to the right or to the left. Among 
them all, scarcely one, even after a great number of trials, 
could reach the point for which he aimed. Simple as this 
sport was, I continued looking on for more than half an 
hour, and then, warned by the declining sun to pursue my 
journey, 1 took my leave of these agreeable people. 

As 1 journeyed on, I thought what a striking resemblance 
there was in the game I had just witnessed to the manner 

which many children are educated. The training they 
receive diverts them from tire straight and narrow path 
which leads to heaven, as effectually as bandaging their 
eyes would prevent them from walking in a straight course 
to a given point. One mother will introduce her daughter 
■ to constant scenes of gaiety, where every infiaence tends to 
destro;^ any early religpous impressions ; where she will be 
flattered and cai^ssed, until she becomes incapable of forming 
any correct opinion of her own character ; where, perhaps, 
the Saviour’s uame is not meutioned, except in jest, and 
religion is alluded to only in ridicule ; where false standards 
character ate established, and opinions and principles 
entirely at variance with the Bible are inculcated. And 
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yet this mother will express .surprise emohg her Christiim 
friends that her daughter gives no indication of being 
renewed in heart. Mother ! if you bandage your daughter's 
eyes, it is unreasonable to expect her to walk in a straight 
path. Some parents bandage the eyeSxif their children by 
their exam^ple^ and then wonder they walk out of the 
right path, , ^ 

Perhaps the reason why some children are not more 
])rofitcd by the preaching of the Gospel is, because their 
eyes are bandaged by their parents. After the close of 
services on the Sabbath, their parents, on their way home, 
or at the table, by discussing the personal appearance of 
the minister — his dress, his voice, his style, his gestures, 
the length of Ills sermon, the singing, the fulness or 
thinness of the congregation — destroy any good impression 
that may have been made in the house of God, If the 
devil will pluck np tlie good seed, it is a pity parents should 
be the instruments ! Why not endeavour to impress upon 
the minds of the dear children the truths to which they 
have been listening ? — their eyes would not then be so often 
bandaged; they would more easily sec the beauty -of 
holiness and the glory of the Saviour. * 

How often do children walk in crooked paths, be6iuse 
their eyes have been bandaged by their parents! liCt 
'mothers and fathers inquire, too, whether the reason why 
riiRY so often stumble themselves may not be because 
they have bandaged their own eyes ! Mother, take off 
the bandage while you hare the opportunity. — Moiher^s 
Journal, . * ‘ 


CAUTION TO YOUNG MOTHERS. 

Ir your child seems very unhappy, young mother, try 
to ascettaid the cause of its sorrow, before; yon ,blanie the 
’iftle mourner for bang cross. A fond young liiotber^ 
known to us, was grieved to see her ohly darting restless 
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aud fretful, and both mother and father thought the little 
creature vns fretful from ill-temper. To the mother’s 
deep sorrow she found, when slie undressed the dear cliild, 
that she had left a large needle in a little new petticoat 
she had just made; and it had inserted iiself far into the 
little sufferer’s side. IJow very distressing to the fond 
parents to find they .had blamed, wliere their sympathy 
was so much needed 1 

. FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

When inclined to give an mjgry answer, lift up the heart 
in prayer. 

If from any cause you feel irritable, keep a strict \vatr]» 
upon yourself. 

W'hcn others arc suffering, drop a word of kimlness and 
sympathy suited to their state. 

Speak kindly to servants, and pnuse them fur littli* 
things when you can, 

.Always try fur ‘'the soft answer that tunulii away 
wrMth.**f 

When you have been pained by un unkind word ur deed, 
Vsk yourself, “ Have 1 not often dune the same tlniig and 
been forgiven 

Never judge another, but attribute a good motive v^hen 
you can. 

Compare your manifoid blessings widi the trilling annoy- 
ances of the day. 

t « 

NOTICES OP BOOKS. 

The Band qf Hope Review for 1854. Lon. Ion : Vartiuige and 
Ottkey. 

Avery attractive, useful, and cheap for our joung friends 

The Teacher* 9 Offerififj fo! 1854. London : Ward and Co. 

A little volume full of useful truths, nicely wrktea and nicely 
got up* 
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THE VILLAGE TEACHER. 

(iONE — AND MISSED. 

** For a nifin's works do follow him : bodily standmg in the judgment , 
llehold the false accuser ; behold the slandered saint ; 

The slave and his bloody driver; tub poor and ms oexerovs 

FRIBNP.” 

Who among us would like to go out of the tvorltl without 
a tear of regret falling on the cold pale face, as the man of 
gloomy trade slides the coffin-lid over it, making it ready 
for the deep and narrow hoase in the old churchyard ? We 
sometimes hear it said, Miss or Mrs. So-and-so is dead ; 
hut nobody will miss her.** Tlicn, again, we hear the 
remark, ''Another neighbour is gone to the grave; but she 
did good to none beyond her own family.** W'hat a sad 
misfortune, wc say, to have a heart too small to hold love 
for any save relatives ! — too small to give out a feeling for 
tliose wlio are suffering afflictions, bereavements, losses, 
and disappointments ! How sad ! How unlike our great 
Exemplar, who was always ready to help and soothe the 
sorrowii»g, and instruct the ignorant, — going about doing 
good ! 'fo die, and not be missed 1 Then surely it follows 
ti i>t such persons have lived in vain. There is one class, 
cer.Jiinly, who are missed, but only by the quiet they leav# 
after Mieir riotous life, and the placidity found in th^home 
they fiLVd with loud words, angry frowns, and grumbling, 
murmuring spirits ! How melancholy to feel there will 
hf* none to grieve that we have departed from earth, — none 
to rejoice at the thcAight of meeting us in a world of love 
beyond the portals of the dark valley. Oh, who wodld die 
thus ! 

‘ I would not be a leaf, to die 
Without recording sorrow's sigh.' 

No, no ! we confess to the weakness — if weakness it is — 
we should like to be missed. Yes ; and we should like to 
leave the world better for having lived in it. We should 
VOL. vni. E 
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like to meet in heaven to whom wc have been useful, 
if only one poor motherland a few Sunday-school children. 
We must not linj^er, or our paper will be* too long. 

The teacher who has just been laid in the village church- 
yard will be miseed, more than many of the mighty and 
noble of the earth ; for she lived to do good to mothers and 
children, even to the last month of her life, when her brow 
was silvered by more than seventy winters, and her once- 
active limbs had long refused to bear up her slender frame. 

Miss L. was the daughter of a village medical man ; hut 
being early deprived of both parents, she was consigned to 
tlip care of an aunt, whom report assures us was one of tin* 
excellent of the earth. Her trainings with tin* blessing ot 
Ileaxen on her efforts, seems to have prepared the niece 
for the same active and benevolent life she had hoi self 
lived j and when she died, the orphan Jane carried on the 
w*ork she had commenced. 

It WAS her daily occupation to teach the children of the 
village in all useful work, with reading, writing, and arith- 
metic, when required ; and dmost all the ]>rcscnt race of 
young village-mothers owe their knowledge of useful things 
to this devoted teacher. 

The girls were taught to make every article of t) eir 
^thing, save shoes-^-even to gloves and stockings; ar J wc 
believe she could, when she liked, evtend her handiwork 
even to some kind of shoes. The whole wardrol e of a 
^ village maiden could be prepared at Miss L/s school. The 
Imys also were taught to be industrious, and we have seen 
them knitting stockings and netting cabbage nets with 
right-gkd looks of happiness. There was something about 
the mode of her teaching the very little ones to read that 
never failed; so that it became a saying in the village, when 
a particularly dull child appeared among the youthful 
llgroup, Send her to Miss L/s school ; if anyone can teach 
her anything, she will.'* 

We hare sometimes gone iu to look at the cheerful teacher 
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jiud her scholars, when to us it appeared a perfect Babel ; 
yet she seemed to peep through the crowd of lliirty or 
I'ortjr children with her bright blaefc eyes, and discov^i; what 
each little urchin was doing or saying ; and our attention 
was directed to ” Billy or Sally/^ who were among the 
idlers. A nd if yottoallad to see her when schoohboura were 
orer» you were sure to see one or more of the little ones 
bearing her company in her parlour, or peeping in at the 
half-open door. Ltore of children seemed inherent in her 
very nature, nor do wc think she would ba^c been happy 
witliont them. And then, in the hay-making season, and 
when the precious grain lay scattered over the fields, waiting 
ior the active hands of the gleaner, what a Messing was 
this village teacher to the young mothers 1 We have seen 
her <iittiiig with an infant ou her lap, others at her feet, 
only high enough to touch baby’s fingers;” a cradle 
with another babe resting in it, and little ones of various 
ages sleeping on the carpet of her parlour, while their 
mothers were busy in the surrounding fields. For many 
years tliis devoted teacher was unable to walk, even from 
one room to the other ; but, sitting in her chair, the elder 
children were accustomed to move her from the room where 
she held her school into her parlour, where she enjoyed 
the latter part of the day, and where she had her ** clos**- 
Hp ” bed, on whioh to pass the night during the last few 
years of her Ufe- 

Whiie she enjoyed her usual health, which was never 
good, she was a true lover 6t the house of God, anda faith- 
ful friend of the ambassadors of the cross. In the Sabbath 
school she was finr a number of years, even to the last day 
her health would allow, a zealous, constant, and devoted, 
teacher ; and when a Maternal Association was formed in 
the village, none wore imwo ready* to leild a helping hand 
than Miss L., and she took her seat with stnilihg fade, a;t 
the right hand of the lady who presided, as secretary for 
the maternal band. 
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Such is a, brief sleuth of tbis villa^ teacher’s labours. 
But ivKat remains to be told? Wbat did she herself re- 
cei\e» think yoxh for her own share of all the profits from 
her school? Ob, as are gkd that eighteen thousand 
* mothers adl read tiiis page--^n angel would hke to tell 
the tale. Miss L. charged one penny per week for each 
child, or two-pence for three of a fomily ; but not one 
single iartbing did she appropriate to her own use. No ; 
she had a scanty sum to provide food and raiment left her 
by her worthy aunt* Htr wants were very few. bhe 
therefore gave back half the proceeds of the school to the 
children in pinafores, frocks, slates, and copy-books, and 
the other half was treasured in an old4ashioiied box, for 
the London Misvonahi ^ctLrv. ISncli was the disin- 
terested de\otedne8S of this active disciple. 

We can easily imagine, when the missionary’s wife in fni- 
distant lands reads this page to her maternal band — as many 
will do,'-*-the hteathen mothers will bless her memory, and 
with sorrowing countenances will exclaim, "^Shc worked 
for v8 / She helped to send us our teachers — she will be 
missed!” Yes, the tillage teacher is missed IFe shall 
miss hfr tales of antique date, her lively stories of pass- 
ing events, and her words of encouragement and hope 
jn gloomy days. The little chtUren will mbs her, for she 
was ever ready to sfidlO on all the baby-faces in the pausb, 
and soothe all the little sorrows of childhood’s days. The 
mothen will miss her, for her school was the resort and 
refuge fur infauts, and troublesome, mischievous urcliins ; 
for safoly landed at her aide, and beneath her gaze, the 
fidt they were secure from harm. The ndgkieure 
will miss her, when in anxiety and perplexity they exclaim. 

Who will show us any good?” The Mimonery S^ociity 
will xmss her; for her. contnbuUon to its funds was more 
than any other ia the village from individual effort. 

During the last days of her life, when the iofirmities of 
age pressed upon her, many of hei friends advised her to 
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give up her school 5 but ’“No, ao,** she would 6ft>, ‘*I 
cannot see that right.*’ She could n6t bear the* thought 
of biddiiig &reweU to her youthful cliiar(^;*^so $Le worked 
on till the Ja$t short illness came, aud then, like the trust* 
ing infant we have seen hushed to sleep in her arma, slic 
seemed to rest in the arms of Jesus. In lo<&mg back on 
the past, she felt the blood of Clinst was upon k lii 
looking forward to the future, she felt she was leaning on 
One mighty to save, who stood waiting to lead her through 
the dark valley to the bright city beyond. ** All le {leace 
and trauqoillity/' she remarked to a friend, nothing 
seems to ruffle my path Jesus wilt smooth my d}ing 
pillorw/’ At another time, a fhend repeated the Hues, 

Jesus can make a d j fiig bed 
Ft el solt as downy pillows are/' 

‘Yes, jes,” she rejoined, ‘‘and there are no thorns in 
that jnllow ** So calmly and peacefully did the village 
teachei pass away. The river of death seemed |k*rfectly 
still; no waves beat back the weary pilgrim from its banks. 
** So Be giveth his beloved sleep ’* 

The iriend of mothers and their little onci^is gone; 
goae*^and*Miss£D« Her record is ou high On earth, she 
laboured as a humble disciple of Hihi who went about dmng 
good. She now walks the golden streets of the Cclesflal 
City, aud ranks with the royal family of heaven, 

February 28M, 1855. ^ 

REFUGE FOR THE WIDOW AND FATHERLESS. 

Lat tSy widows trust in me." ^ 

1 vv \s staying with a friend in one of the nnrthem coun* 
ties, aud was requested to visit mpoor woman who bved at 
some distance and was sick, t traversed the eity^ tiMihSiag* 
some inquiries, and at length arrived at dark alley, 

where 1 was directed to a redned house. I ascended a 
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flight of stairs that almost sank beneath xny weight. It was 
a bitter night, and the wind and snow drore throngh the 
broken roof, and might have entered the poor woman's 
rooifn> were it not that careful bands had stopped the ere<^ 
^irices with paper. But. with all this carefulnessi the room 
was bitter cold, eyon with a few decaying brsnds upon the 
hearth, which the sick and sorrowing woman was trying to 
fan into a flame. 

pale, thin girl, with large bright eyes, was crouching 
beside her mother. As I entered the room, I heard her 
cough ^ and, oh, it seemed to shake her tender frame. I 
stood to listen to their conrersatioii, not being willing to dis- 
turb them. The tender mother was addressing her fadmg 
lily^ Mary, my dear,*' said the mother, I cannot bear 
to hear you cough so sadly ; keep that shawl close round 
you , you are cold, I know, my child,” and as the poor 
woman spoke she shircred “ No, mother, I am not very 
cold,^* replied the child, coughing again, in a deep, hollow 
tone. I am very sorry yon always, make me wear your 
shawl, when I know you are so very cold, dear mother ; do 
wear it yourself/* “ My dear child, you need it moat ; 
thiuk hojr sadly you cough to-night,** replied her mother, 
I am giieved I do not know how to avoid it, yet I do^ot 
think it right to send’ you out to-night The wind blows 
so keenly, and your shoes are so thin. 1 think I must go 
myself/* **Oh, no, mother,** '^aid the sweet child, ‘*you 
must not expose yourself, so weak as you are ; you must 
- stay with poor baby. What if he si ould have another sad 
fit in your absence? Do not flai foi nie^; 1 am used to the 
cold now, mother/* 

The conversation wai> here interrupted by a little voice 
from a scanty bed in the comer. Mother dear, I am so 
cold ; may I get up and come to the fire ’* ‘"^Dtar child, 
it wcmld not warm you . it is very cold lure, and I can*t 
make any more’fire to-night/* ** Why not. dear mother? 
there are four n o e sticks Do pat them on, and^'let us 
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all get witfm for once,” " No, my dear Heair,*’ said the 
mother in a soothiu^ Toioe, "that is all the i^ood mother 
haa got, and ahe ha$ no inouey to pet mou ” And now, 
as Ad spoke, the sidk baby in the cradle awoke, and 
n^other and daughter were both busy in attempting to 
supply its little want<$« 

This pool woman was a widoa. Six months before, she 
had a tender and affectionate husband, in health, and 
earning a comfortable livelihood for hi ih self, his wife, and 
family. But affliction and bereavement had come ; and, in . 
a crowded city, this lonely womaff was in po\erty and di**- 
tress, seeing day by day her preeiatts babes fading before 
her, and her own health fast sinking, with nothing but a 
tnde she could get by her needlework, with her sick bahv 
on her lap. But yet that poor woman's face was patient, 
quite firm. Nay, e\en pe.ice shone on her countenance. 
M'henoe comes it ? There was a Bible in that room, not 
splendidly bound, but faithfully ree<l,^a plain, homely, 
much-worn book. My heart was so grieved at what I had 
witnessed, I could not enter the room, but softly descended 
the stairs to obtain some provision for this suffering family. 

The sequd next montli. 


A DAY WITH THE COTTAGEB'S WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE.— No. IX, ' 

llir BtTNT tAKl. 

Tap cottage-mother was frying some cakes over the fire. 
Sht was called off ; she left one too long — it is huint. She 
reproaches herself for the wastefql carelessness, yet even 
from this she ma} donve some benefit. What sayo the 
prophet Hosea ? ** Ephraim is a cake not turned. Strangers 
have devoured his strength, and he knoweth it not. Yea, 
grey hairs are here and there upon him, yet he knoweth it 

F 2 
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Hot/' 1(IIoseR vii. 8, 9.) What a {)ictura trf « caJvless 
soul ! senseless, helpless as the cake which has just been 
humed on }our health, it will lie still and perish, and esni 
while perishing will have no consciousness of itS 4 rtiih. 
Dear cottage-mother ! nhat need we have to cry to the 
Lotd not to leave us to ourselves, lest we perish like the 
unturned cake. 


TUB SALTED MI AT. 

The careful cottage-mother must now look at her salt 
meat, rub her bacon, see that the salt is well sprinkled over 
every part She knows that one spot neglected would 
become tainted, and then, perhaps, the taint spreiul over 
the whole. “Te are the salt of the earth/* said our Lord 
to his disciples. (Matt. v. 13.) Oh, my cottage friend ! 
what are you doing to stay the spread of the pollution of 
sin that surrounds }OU? Your evainple must have an 
influence ; of what kind is it { Does yoUr quiet, gentle 
manner and tone of voice rebuke any outbreaks of passion ? 
Docs your steady diligeiire rebuke the idler! Does the 
peace of' your wclhordered house arrest the attention of 
any negligent mother, and rouse her to do likewise? Has 
your steadfast observauee of the Sabbath aiivakened any 
neighbour to their neglect of that sacred day ? Many eyes 
are upon ;^ 0 }i. What have they seen ? Arc you the salt 
of the earth, or has the salt lost its sa\our? 


A WORD TO FATHERS. 

Fathers, we are prepared at once to admit that all 
mothers are not like those whom vie ha^e portray'ed in 
some former papers ; they arc not always chaste, keepers at 
home, no busy-bodies, and well rnliug in the fear of the 
f^rd. But what then ? Is she not the woman of your 
own free choice — the wife of your bosom ? Did you not 
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^oJopinly row, jprwenco of Almighty ©od, that you 
Tiould love her, cofufort her, honour and heeflhor, iu sick- 
ness 'wgid 1” heaUhi and, forsaking all others, keej) only to 
her as long as she lives f — and nothing but death can 
release you from that engagement. It may be true that 
she turns out to be anything but a helpmeet. But is there 
no blame due to yourself? Were you circumspect, cautiouf, 
piudent I Did you make inquiry as to her character and 
temper ? Now, if you did not, you have no right loudly 
to complain, and your wisdom is to make the best of your 
circumstances Much may yet bi^ done ; if your affection is* 
mutual and true, there will be a disposition to bear and 
forbear. Your duty is plain and clear; it may not be 
either pleasant or easy, and will demand a constant effort ; 
hut it must be made, if you expect to be happy or com- 
fortable. Let us suppose your wife to be neither careiul 
nor managing, come home when you will, you find every- 
thing in confubion, vour meals never ready, your hard- 
earned wages frittered away, you know not how; and, to 
crown all, she is sullen and ill-natured* We have nut 
the case thus strongly, that we may meet it in^its noi t 
abjiect. 

The first thing to be done, is to get a perfect mastery 
over your own temper ; bct a guard upon your lips, that 
you speak not hastily with your tongue. Say not^ “This 
is too provoking ! *' can’t stand this!” but resolutely 
keep silence; yet, by a quiet, steady determination, give, 
her to understand that you intend to be master in )our 
own house. Give advice without complaming, and show 
her her error without humbling or mortifying hef* Do it 
by way of suggestion, after this fashion — “ What do you 
think, wife? Should you like this or that? ’* Or, “ Don’t 
\ou think such a course would be best? I should like it, if * 
you do.” And, by wslj of observation as»to others, show 
her what you expect from her ; but ne^^r let it be in the 
way of commendation, as that would excite jealousy* 
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A WOW) TO FiTHTRS. 


It nuijV bf*, yonr liome is far from comfortable ; don't be 
so disgusted as to leava it in n pet, and seek refuge in a beer- 
shop, iivhcre all is clean and pleasant, Tihile the hostess 
smiles upon you, and is attentiie to 3 our every want. This 
would be the first step to real misery . Go in this path, 
and the end thereof is assuredly deatl). No; your own 
house must be your home, and in tlic company of >0111 
wife and children you must find your happiness. Set the 
example of neatness in your own person ; slie will soon 
begin to be ashamed of her dirt and slovenliness, and \oiu 
constant presence will woik wonders upon her habits of 
regularity mi order. Your uniform good imtuie, coupled 
with firmness and decision, will quickly manifest it<*elt, 
and, lustead of being a miserable, disappointed man, }ou 
will enjoy a comfortable home, and make your wife and 
cdiildreu happy. 

It is a great nn&take, whicli multitudes make who thnil. 
that as soon as they are married, tin > are going to be 
happv, whereas they are but just stepping o\er the 
thrc'* old of all their troubles. The w 01k of a happy life 
1 III to bo done. Most likely they ha^c to find out ihtii 
wife’s tempei, and then to gorern their own; a few vexa- 
tions, a fi w jars, and tliex gne up all for lost, "J bey lose 
eonfideuee in themselves, and ha\i. not the tact necessary 
for the occasion. We would •^a> to such, “Don’t be 
hasty— all may yet be well; }ou have made vour bed, 
.and you must lie in it; and it will be either pleasant or 
disagreeable according to the way >ou take.” How 
wonderfully blessed is that mau who, under such circum- 
stances, has heaxenly wisdom to guide him. Trusting in 
the Lord, he will not make haste, llclievmg the promises 
of God’s Woid, he will put lus whole tru^t and confidence 
and they who put their tiust in God shall never he 

c^nUnded. 


M B 
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THE FATAL MISTAKE.--N», Ih 

** 1 ipat to h^aten, but bhe bfnd^d me/' 

THE Sl7ND\y-$CHOOL TEACIlEll. ^ 

“ Mothbe, please teach me my text ; teacher likes me 
to ‘‘n\ it well, and I like to hear her say, ‘There is a good 
little Pntt}/ that I do/* “Well, sit down, child, and 
rend it ; let mo bear svhat it is/* Patty read fiom 
'Matt. \t i *2G — “ For ^ihat is a man profited, if he shall gain 
the whole world, and lose his own «oul?” “Lai Pattj/ 
n hat odd texts yon have to leain, they make one melan- 
choly ! ("ome, make haste and get over it, child ; I cannot 
be IniKlered ” “Yes, mother. Oh ! I do wish grand- 
r other nas In mg' then I should not hinder you, mothei, 
should F ‘What is a man profited* — ** “There, there, 
^o^l can lead it o\er and over till you can say it, and I 
liall hear }ou, I dare sny, nhile I am in and out the 
pantry/’ ‘‘Will )ou, mother? so I will. ‘What is a 
n’an proiited *- - ’ 

Poor litth‘ Patty went on and on with her U%t, till at 
hngth her mothci said, “ There, there, Patty, that will do; 
}our t(\t will be ringing in my head all day, and, 1 am 
snie, ’tis niLlandioly tiiuugh/’ “ Kinging, mother I wlia*l, 
hki e bell, do \on mean ' Oh, how funny, for mj text to 
be a bell'” “Tin re, nut an ay to play, PSitty ; yoU are 
an odd child ’ * 

As little Pait\ ran out to the back of the house, a ycnng 
huly knocked at tlic front door. Greeting Mrs. Armstrong 
^itli a pleasant “ Good morning,” she followed ficr intc 
tl>p house “I call, Mis Armstrong,’* said Miss Avery, 
the Sabbath-school teacher, “ to speak to yon about little 
Patty ; we think it such a fiity she ts not allowed to attend 
school on the aftern^n as well as on the •morning of the 
Sihbilh day, and the child seems to wish it herself/* 
“ W'ell, ma*am, as to that, I think she would be always in 
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School if she had her TPay ; you see, she was taught a good 
deal by my poor old mother, and 1 guess she will be -iery 
like hor if she lives* But you see, ma^am, we like her to 
go for a long walk with us on Sunday afternoon, but I am 
glad to get her out of my way while 1 am cooking a bit of 
dinner.*" ‘Mnd do you think it right to take your own 
}deasure, and do a })art of the si\ days’ work on the Sab- 
bath day ? You and I, Mrs. Armstrong, were better taught 
than this in our young days. I remember, w hen a girl, taking 
some woik from mamma to jour good mother, Mrs. Pill- 
more, and she told me, in tl)C course of our oonsersation, 
that no blessing would ever follow the labouis ol those ^lo 
would not keep holy the Sabbath day; and 1 can say, 
from evpeiiciice, that God’s ways are ways of pleasantness, 
and Ills paths are paths of peace.” “Well, miss, I am sine 
I wonder to hear you talk ao at your age, wh}, I should 
think the world was coming to an end if I telt just like 
that, mid I shouldn’t bo fit for any of my work.” “ You 
make a sad mistake; none are so fit for work* Mrs. Aini- 
stroiig, as those who can look forward to a rest In hea\cn. 
And then, you know, the world with us will soon be at an 
end ; and then you will have to meet all } our children at 
tjie judgment-seat of Christ, to give an account of the way 
you have trained them; and we, as Sabbatli-srhool teachers, 
must meet our classes there. This is one reason why we 
are so anxious that the parents of our childrcu should work 
with us, tliat we may all live in heai eu together Did \ ou 
eter think of a mother’s responsibility^ and that she will 
be the means of leading her children to bca\en or hell ? ” 
“WcJl, ma’am, I can’t say that I ever thought much 
about that; but as little Patty is weakly, and tires of 
^Saur Sunday walks, she may go to the Sunday school 
if she likes, and then stay at her aunt’s till we call for her.” 
“Tliank you ; I shall be glad of thi^ for Patty is a sirect 
IjJtJe girl. Good morning.” 

L Mrs. Armstrong’s domestic work went on rather heai ily 
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ftfl;cr tins intervie^v^ but she tried to baiii^ th^ remetn- 
brance of her oaily teaehiiig, and her good mother, as 
tnuch as passible. 


RECOLI.ECTIONS OF LOVING LITTLE EUNICE 

{^C<fn(tnv4^(Jfrom pfige 4B,) 

As Ettoiee grew older, the strength of her affection 
deepened, and if a gentle rebuke was necessary from papa, 
she would steal away like a seiisitirc plant, and jperhaps, a. 
quarter of an bout after, would be fomul, with a big tear 
stealing down her check, not a Sob to be heard If her 
sister, who was xdder, was going out with lier niotlier, and 
it was not con\ctiient to take her, she had onlj' to evplain 
it to her, and say, ‘'Mamma will be back again soon,” 
and away she would go, singing, “ Mamma will be back 
again soon.’* \.nd tbe first thing to be heard on htr ictnrn 
was, “ Mamma’s come back again and her sister would 
suitly be asked what she had seen or heard, hut not the 
slightest chagrin could be Hen on her happy countenance 
because she had not been allowed to go. * 

Eunice was always a faTourite with the servants, and the 
sweet spirit of humility and gentleness which e\cr pervadad 
all her little words and ways, always made her a welcome 
guest among them. Ihey were sure to loie her ; and one 
bought her a little chair, that she might sit down and 
make her lisit as long as she liked. She seldom addressed ' 
any one without •attaching the epithet “dear** to their 
name, which, m her case, was purely original. 2*h05 it 
would be, “Anna dear,** “Papa dear,” “Mamina dear,” 
and if It was a servant, it would be “ Mary dear;*’ and so 
beautifully and eon rteou sly would, it be always said, that 
where it might have^sounded like a superfluity, it seemed 
hut natural in her Her large and full dark eyes were so 
e^cpressiie of the deeply-seated affection of her heart, that 
>ou could not mistake that she meant what she said when 
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slie 4<?i'Mred» I low everybody/^ She dweys hs^py 
and pUyfuh and little would the bebolder haw iinagined, 
either from her sweet counteuanco or her temper, whieh 
naturally buoyant^ that she was a frequent sufferer, and 
always had delicate health. So patient was she in sufibr* 
ing;, that she would be frequently ailing without being 
discorered. 

Though so amiable and losing, the pareuts of little 
Cunice did ud|i thmfc» at this time, that the dear child was 
ically renewed in heart, fur she would not sit still to hear 
the ord of God and prayer, but would be restless and aay, 

‘ But you do pray so long, papa;*' and sometimes, when 
she got up from her kuccs, she would say, “Neecy didn't 
pray 1 *’ and she would look thiongh her fingers at dinner- 
time, when papa asked a blessing, instead (tf attending to 
what was said. But there came a time when Euniee did 
love God’s Word, and pra3er and praise too; and I will 
now t<U 3011 about it, 

MauN of her mother’s fiicnda did not think she would 
live to glow up. There was a precocity m all her thoughts 
and ways, as well as her delicate health, which gare rise to 
these feehngs respecting her; while many observed, She 
will be a sweet character if she lives to grow up/' When 
she was about four years oW, her parents remoied to 
Devonshire, and she rejoiced at the thought of being 
nlloued to run about the fields and lanes, as she used to 
• do at the Cape of Good Hope , for she seemed, young as 
she was, to know that she needed more air than she 
had iu^Londou, where her strength would only admit 
of two ^ort walks a-day, so that she often used to 
say, “ I do want mure air in my b’est ^ " (breast) 
Accordingly, when she got into the countiy, she grew 
fast, and was more healthy ; and it was beautiful to See 
her bounding like an antelope upon t£c garden path, or up 
and down the fields* gathering her lapful of wUd flowers, 
l^and then she would come and leap upon her papa's kuees. 
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andsaj, **lkiD to bapp;!’* She was xvtf^for^ of b*r 
pi^’* ootppaojrf «nd «b«n he ««c io A* hoim irhiild 
bang ^KHii$ hint, ani hiM bin, tad him hmr uodb the 
lobed him. 

In tiiB winter of ^e «»» year in which she wont into 
DetoiuhiK, her papa was taken very iU, at « distaine Ama 
home ; imd when she Mw her modber and bet whter 
l>cfore Ute Irfird, to entreat Oim to make papa weD, afac' 
wowld lcne«dtoo» and pot up her Kttle bandar and sigir very 
hea^Uy t and once she said to Imr mother* "You mint net 
cry so when you pray to the lord* mamma !*' Whether 
sheaaid tins because she Alt moved to see her mottier 
weepb or because she thought it was wrong, is not known ; 
but fivm this time she manifested an entintiy new sat of 
ieebngs and ideas, and her sister Anna laid to her mother* 
on the return vt her pawnts* ** Mamma, Fm so glad you 
and papaarc oome home ; Bonice used to be so sad when 
you wem away.” 

Many weeks her papa was shut upia the house after 
became home, duriog wbidi time )m bad much oppOr> 
tninty to mark the ehange whidi had taken place in her 
mmd with, respect to the thinp of God. InsteatTof say. 
iog, “You do pray ao long, papa,” as before, she would 
say, "Shall we hare a meeting* pipe, tod pr^ an4 
read?” and then ahe would ait •• guietly, «d^ so 
attmitirei 


THE PXbWNG 

Titk tomptntious to nhidi yumtg nseh ate exposed, 
when they have left their homes^ so* onmenmi tod aeito 
Iheydifftr, «£ course, to number and stt<iigth*acmMd9ag 
to the sph^ to whidt the person tofdaced 2 btd wy^nesr 
be %ia new pasItfaHS* temptation wSFsnest inti^ 
powerfhBy^' tod bs mdeh more trafoome* t|ian 
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when he wee at home. The teataa la, simply, that the ' 
iaflsenMi of^ pUntti thttUy-beartfa are net mar breathing 
pretmd him. liove and teat act upon him now only indi- 
rectly s for those whom he respects, and loves and fears, 

* are hr away, laatruction, too, failing to be repeated, begins 
to die. IVniner good example is readily put aside j and a 
youth may he far on his way to rain, ere a thoui^t of his 
' fohner advantages crosses his mind. Bat we beUeve, if 
any of die sweet words he ever beard at home will be 
remembered, and made the subject of n6ecti«>, they are 
tJie farting aaaria. He is hurried back to die moment 
when he stood on the direshold of his childhood’s home, 
about to leave it, and perhaps for everj'-'to die moment 
when his own soul was in great bitterness, and when that 
of his mother yearned over him in a sea of contendmg 
emodons ; when aHe gave him, as her best of keep-sakes, 
one htdo expression, and implored him, as he loved her or 
his own soul, never to part with it. lie remembers that 
word ; he muses upon it ; he bedunks him how little use 
be has made it— nay, he feels diai^ to ail intents and 

purposes, it has been fiirgotten. His first thought then, 
perhaps, h, how he can answer his mother tor her keep- 
sake : hot his next miqr be, how be can answer God, for 
< ail h» former privileges. These privileges will be recalled 
and reeottnted, and, under the blessing of the Spirit of all 
grace, die remembrance may work vrithin him a "cnniic- 
tion of sin, and aj^reheosion of the mercy of God in . 
Chriid.” < 

hledims, who have the eternal interests of your diUdren 
at heart, eeiui‘a]ong with tbmn, when they Invo you, one 
ftTtvag word. SliMt and simple soever. If it bo earnest 
and ia^iressire, is may hemme to them apriodess treasure. 
Thai Sphat, who **tskos of the d^gs of CSbrist, and shows 
them to dm ^oul*” may make the itcoUoctkni eC it the era 
firem which y«nnr ehdd loay date has spiritaril lutth. 

J.S. 
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A TltU£ StOfiT FOR OUR mttft PBII^IIS. 

f Continued JHm page &4,J 
X Lamb op t»» tv. 

^*AitE there nnj hymns in the Bihle?*’ BHid little filesty^ 
in contkuatioii of the conterMion last month. " Ko ; are 
you fond of hymns V* ^ Tea ; I like Safly to say them to 
me when die puts me to bed.’^ **Can you repeat any^to 
me?** ** No ; IJrut 1 should hke you to say some to me/* 
"WeD, here is a very pretty one I wUl tesch-you, if you* 
like^ and you eaa say it as a prayer to gentle Jesus.*’ 

Please to read it to me.** 

Gentle Jtsus, meek and mild; 
look upon a Hutu ehild ] 

Pity my simplleity, 

Sai^r me to eome to thee. 

<< Psin I would to diee be brought; 

Gradous God; forbkl 5s not 
la the kingdom of thy gracc; 

Gite a httle child a place. 

** Oh> supply »y every want, 

Peed the young aad tender plant; 

Day and night my keeper be. 

Every luomeat watch round me/* 

Do you like this hymii; Harry ?** " Yes ; wf much. 
Can you sing itr* •• Yes J I have the music of it; and , 
when you can repeat it to me; we will sing it together.’* 
"Well, I sbidl Hfee that; and 1 will smg it to papa. 1 
told him be would not go to he«m if herdid not leave off 
swearing. He lauglied it me ; but X should lilm to go to 
live wfdi geidife JeeuS, so ! shall last swear any more, not 
even when pipe teBs me to do So ; for 1 diall sayi God 
says, < Swear imtJ* Where i# Httle Samuitf now t** 
is in h^Ven, dear; he lives with gewde Jedua neW| Wliere 
good angels are, and all the holy people who have fired and 
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died ever siuce Odd made this \ivOQderful world of ours ; 
but if *you reaBy msih to go there* yon must lore the 
Saviour who died for us, aad you must pray to Him.” 
''Well, I wish 1 could sec Him; I would ask Him to 
Tnake me like little Samueh” *'OU, but He will hear you , 
ask Him now. Although you oaunot see Him, He sees 
and hears you.^* '*Does He? Then I will tell Him I 
want to go to heaven. Will He let me* do you think V* 
Yes, I have no doubt He will. If you are sorry for your 
sins. He will forgive you ; and if you ask Him to teach 
you to lo\e Him, He will send His Holy Spirit into your 
heart to help yon. He came down from heaven once to 
die for ns ; and while He was heie* He took little children 
like you in Ilis arms, and blessed them And after He 
had died to save us from the misery which our sins de- 
served, He came up from the grave and told His ministers 
to attend to the little ones, and called them His lam W* 
Did He ^ But I suppose He knows I used to swear ? ” 
Yes ; He knows all thii^; but He has said, that if you 
are sorry for your »ns. He will blot out all the naughty 
things that are written against you in His book, let 

me try to make you understand this, my little Harry. 
Obsene me As you cannot read my writing, I will print 
something on this paper with my pen for you to read. 
There, now read those words,” " I can now rend that, 
^ Harry tiaed to siceor.* But why did you print those 
naughty words?” Well, I will tell yon piwseutly. Would 
you like me to put this over the chimney-piece, that I might 
always remember it?” no; don’t, dQn% don’t do 

that, because I am uot going to swear any m<Nre ftur ever.” 
'' Well, I thought you would not like me to do so. Now 
look at me, 1 will take the feather^eud of rngF pen, and pot 
it in the ink, and blpt put the wprda. 7harCr aan you read 
it now, Harry ?” " to be sure^ I can’t j 'tis aH black ” 

''Well, just so gentle Jesus will ask God to blqt out all 
the naughty things written in Hts bpok against you ; ail 
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that you have ever^sakl ar dope^ l( ym aire so»ry> aj&d lote 
Him and pray to Him.** "Ipbeh I Bidi I want 

to be like good little Samti^If and ge to heaTea to live with" 
Him. Now sliall 1 see the sqninrd?’* 


STEP-MOTHBES.--N 0 . IV. 

Aix step^mothem are not so wise> nor are aO step-chit* 
dren so tractable^ as sotoe of those we have mentioned. I 
auk slightly acquabted with a lady who married a widower 
with one little boy* The poor child had had the'misfbrtune 
so common to motherless bahes» of being left to ignorant 
people. He was a very clever, witty boy, but he had 
very deScatc health, and he was very naughty. His nen 
mamma had a great idea of discipline, but, unfortunately, 
she did not tegin with self-dlseipline. The child wa^ 
naughty from tnoming to night, and from morning to night 
was she correcting, as she called it, — scolding, whipping, 
boring bis ears, and putting him in the corner. But tlu* 
child gjrew no better, and I fear he never will under such 
a discipline; and unless either he should be trsmsferrcil 
into other bands, or unless she should learn wisdom, it is 
not to bo expected she will ever aoi^uire any power ovei 
him for Kood. * 


GOD IN ®VERY THING. 

Ha refreshes the fevered brow, and colours the pale face 
with the soft south Viad. He braces with new vigour She 
exhausted ftame. He spr^ds the glory lof openid|g day 
over the mountain tops, and draws' the eurtains of darkness 
around us. He creates the colours Of the luinbow, and 
sends rain to wafer (lie ekrth. Rickhels and health are 
to give, and He holds the of the dark valley. And Akfe 
great Ood ^ so foVed'* U4 at 0 give Hb'Son to tedeam os. 
Who woulduot loVe BSmf 
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THE SEA-BOY’S TOKEN. 

<< Motkbr, the datk and seetlungp wave** 

Soon vrill bear me from tby eide^ 

And 1 know thou’rt sad, dear mother, 

Tliongli your tears from me ydn hide. 

But let not tears bedew thine eyes, — 

Look for my return with joy ; 

Bor lie that rules both wind and wave 
Will from danger save thy boy. 

Come, then, cheer thee, mother mine ; 

Though I leave thee, do not pine. 

Come tell me— * from those distant i»1e6, 

Where beauteous summer ever smiles — 

What thou wouldst have me bnnsr to thee ' 

Say, aught of air, or earth, or sea ^ 

Shall I bring thee, motlier mine, 

Pearls in th^ dark hair to shine ' 

Fair gems from distant ocean caves, 

Or treasures from beneath the waves , 

Sapphire blue, or wild bird's wing, 

Which unto thee shall I bring 

^‘There’b but one token Pd have thee bring. 

From o’er distant lands to me ; 

And that is, thy voung and guiltless heart 
From sin's dread thraldom free ! ^ 

When back thou comest to me, my boy, 

Ob ' tlint fair token with thee bring , 

And I'll prize it more than oceans gem. 

Or the hues of the wild bird's wing " J. P 


NOTICES OF BOOKS.* 

( « 

Grace AU-e^fictent London Nisbet. 

A deeply interesting memoir of wo common saKerer. 

Ahraham and ite Gkiidrm By EWii.t Gosfr. London Nwbet. 

A useful book for parents, with mqeb scriptural information and 
example. 

Juktmeri, By^frs. Wbbb. Loudon* Clarke. 

An instructive tale of the Nestoriana. We coidklly recommend it 
to our young friends. 
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A MOTHER’S RESUKT TOO ^4ids^. 

Character if udaihiy jnoulddd bf tb« c«<t o^ludj) that 

aurrmind 

“Good morning, Mt«* Varlejr j how is your poor Skll; 
thiMnorning?” “Thftok jou» she is no betteri or eve 
will be, ill this world, Mrs. Meuly, worse luck ! Cm^ yo\ 
lend me a drop of milk? She wants a little arrow-ropt 
poor soul, and/tis not much more she will ask me for here 
that’s certain ! ” 

The cottage-mother who asked this little favour was i 
tall, tliin, pale woman, with a very anxious expression o 
countenance, and looked, as she stood in the door- way witl 
unwashed cap and unlaced boots, the very picture of misery 
and no marvel, for she had been sitting aU xugbt watchin| 
a daughter’s sick-bed. 

“ There, Mrs. Varley,** said the kind Mrs. ^Canly 
^handing a bngbt tin kettle; '*take eH, for 1 Shall be abk 
to get some more by tea-time; and I am sure you an 
kindly wtlcomc to anything 1 haf e in my house, for I fee 
^ery much for you, and a dt deal about the poor^dynij 
Sally.” “ Yes, yes, I am sure enough of that ; and now 1 
see, too late, that those 1 thought my children's fricnil:! 
were their enemies, and those 1 thought enemies were real 
friends.” 

Saying this, the poor night-watchings heart-stricken 
mother staggered towards the door, and wonkL ha%e fallen 
but tor the helping hand of Mrs. Manly. *^Oh, dear, 
dear, what shall 1 d(f ? 1 am so weak, and my bead w sc 
giddy, I thi. k I shall die^ tpo, over this trouble ! ” “There, 
there } sit d jwn, poor thing, do. 1 dare say^ if the truth 
were known, you have not had bit or sup this morning. 
Draw near tlie fite whBe I get you a cup ofcoffcci” **Oh I 
you are very good, Mrs. Manly, ,4md you lyal^ me 1^ 
jishamed, as if I had wronged you Hkc ; for you see,. wheU 
you warned me about Sallyand Clmrlotte, t thpugh^^ou a 

VOL. Till. V 
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find talker, but too particular; an4 I did not believe in 
anything you said. Oh j if I had; my poor Sally ivoold 
not be ivhere she is; that’s very certain. Oh, Mrs. Manly, 
I feel sometimes as if my very heart would burst right in 
two, and Thomas is not much better ; for, you see, Sally was 
always his favourite, and she was, to be sure, poor soul, a 
nicedooking lass, though I, her mother, say it! But, there, 
ma;be ’twould have been better now if she had been as 
ugly as old Martha the rag*woman ! ” Well, as to 
beauty, Mrs. Yarley, I always tell my children, liaudsome 
is he that handsome does ; and the beauty of piety is fiir 
better than the beauty of a poor body that may be spoiled 
by death any day ; and good-looking maidens in our day 
more often fall into snares than plain ones.” Ah 1 that 
is 8$ true as St. John’s writings ; for 1 have found it to my 
cost 1 Ma}be you will look in by-aud-by, and say a word 
to Sally, I am sure I am uncommonly obliged to you for 
my nice cup of warm cofiee ; it has done me a power of 
good. 1 must go row to my melancholy uork again. 
Good morning, for the present.” 


THE DYING YOUTH AND HIS FRIEND 

Wi. often hear mothers expressing very deep anxiety 
about their sous who are gone forth into the uorld without 
manifesting the character and pie^ that their early training 
might lead their parents to expect. Doubtless then; are 
many reasons why this is so frequently seen; perhaps 
^p^er^ndidgence, lack of firmness and consistency in the 
’^parents, may be among the causes for this state of thjlngs ; 
but, wc think, our heavenly Father sometimes allows the 
parent's faith to be thus tried, even when He has approved 
of tlie early training, and we have known several instances 
where the mother’s deat)i has been the means of leading 
the son to his mother’^ God* The following narrative. 



TflE DYING yOVTH IRi 

^ent to DS» maj encourage mothers io hope Ihet a^frieidd 
may be found to carry on thcit; work when the grave Jnei 
closed over them 

**The young man of whom I etn about to Write,*’ siiye 
our frieud, 1 knew for thany years. In Ids early training 
he liad many advantages, but he did not appieciate them 
until he was laid on a sick-bed ; then he his pikst folly. 
1 had not seen or heard anything of him for many months^ 
when suddenly I became very anaums about his welfare. 
This continued for several days, when I determiued to ask 
about his state at his father’s* house ; on my way thither I 
met his sister coming to fetch me. She told me her 
brother was very il), and wished to see me. I felt this was 
a singular coincidence, and caused me to feel the importance 
of observing the leadings of JDivine Providence. The 
friends of the young man deemed it advisable to remove him 
to the Hospital for Consumption, and there 1 visited him. 
1 found him in an agony of mmd as to his safety for eter- 
nity. When I found this, I felt my responsibility was verj 
great. It was, indeed, a veiy solemn place ; to stand by 
the bed of a young man, not yet twenty^one, about to 
depart to the world of spirits, and anxiously asking*if there 
could be hope for him. Yet I felt I stood there by a 
special providence of God, and was led to hope for Divine^ 
aid, and with an anxious heart I hoped to lead him to the 
Rock of Ages. * 

^"This young man bad a pious mother ixf heaven, and I 
now^ felt that I must put off the friend and act the 
woTnua’s paut. Oh ^ who can describe the yearnings of a 
mother’s heart for the salvation of her beloved children I 
I now mjaested my young friend td be very explicit, and 
tell me the whole feelings and state of his heart, and par^ 
ticularly why he was thus troubled.* He replied, IqtigM 
to see you, because you can talk to me. IJo not remi) 1[v 
am so veiy weak and near my end, I kndw I am a grebt 
sinner— 18 xiikaa paudon poa mb?’ 



^ ' ■** tu him Vff a pardoniot;^ God, who i^as full of 

'niOhiy ; and ho then said — * I bare lived a life of sin ; wi 
f6rifl^)itP *i fear I Mik to6 wickid.* I directed him 
'id the cross, and tir^ed hhn to put v!p the puhlicai^'s 
pkjrer ht the nailfte of" Jesna. He was fully aware of his 
approaching' diascldttOQ ; nattire was fast exhausting, and 
tlii% inclvoeedi hh deep anxiety as to the fnturr. Ho 
repOatedly compWned of the waiA of power to ])ray, and 
bis mind appeared, all through this interview, to be greatly 
distressed and harassed lest he should not obtain pardon. 
I, of Oourse, led him to those pa<isagc8 of Scripture likely to 
aid and direct him, as well as to understand the chai^cter 
of a holy God and the Wwk of the Saviour. After com- 
mitting him to our God I took leave, while his words rang 
In my oars, « Con»e again--*come again ! * whieh he uttered 
with great earnestness. 

*'On my next visit I found my young fiiend much 
weaker ; hut although his mind was still ser\ anxions, I wab 
gratified to see he was more calm and resigneiL I said to 
him, ‘Now, dear John, I must be very plain; you are 
brought into dying circumstances, and 1 want to know how 
you feft in the prospect of eternity ; what think you of 
going into another world ? ’ He replied cheerfully, * I am 
> not afraid to die now 1 do not wish to live/ Finding 
this was the prevailing state of his mind, 1 said, ‘Then^ou 
think it better to depart and be with Christ?’ To this he 
assented. I asked if 1 should pray with him ? He readih 
replied, * Oh, do — oh, do I ’ and immediately clasped bis 
emaciated hands together with intensity of feeling, 
and oast his eyes upwards, anxious to hear every word. 

Vben prayer closed, ht looked affeefionatcly at me. 
^hd those sweet-^sweet words! I have fel- 
hs^ed you in all you said ’ He deeply mOiimed over his 
inabtfity tb ]>ray, and incapability to coileet his thoughts 
1 spoke to hiur of God's tendetn^sa; of otit gireat High 
priest, Jeans, and of the Holy Splrft^s help, leading him 
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particularly to tho cross, in4 the blood that oleAtiM^bifmni 
all sin. His eyes beamed with saUs&ctioAk and he began 
to entertain a good Ik^c. Qe then Sa|d, * 1 pray very 
differently to what 1 roidd when you were |iere beibre/ 
He was deeply humbled, and continually latnented baring* 
lived so neglectful Of his soul and eternal things. After 
talking to him of the willingness of our heavenly Father to 
receive the true penitent, the offers of mercy to such* sad 
Uis gracious promises, bis countenance brightened up with 
a heavenly smile ; he evidently became more tranquil and 
happy, and hoped and believed he had obtained pardon. 
Being much exhausted, I begged he would compose him- 
self to sleep. After a few momeuts he awoke, and looking 
up, saidt ^1 feel very differently now to what 1 did when you 
first visited me. Do not leave me — do nU leave me ! Do stay 
with me, if you can, till I die 1 Now, talk to me again.’ 

After another conversation I found be was quite happy 
and composed in looking forward to the hour of his 
departure, hoping and relying on Christ alone for saltation , 
and although he lamented and mourned over his past 
neglect, and his inability to pray as he desired, to the last, 
yet was he in an enviable state of mind, thanlflng and 
praising God for his prospects of tiappiness, attributing all 
to grace alone. JIi3 mind had become much more clear 
discern spiritual things, and he rested his hopes for pardon 
of sin and saivatioTl on the right foundation— ^Jesus Christ. 
He was now drawing near tlie end of his earthly caredlr, but 
he was not afraid to die. 1 was obliged to leave him in 
charge of a beloved sister, and 1 saw him no more, but I 
trust ere long to meet him in a bettor country. Qe died 
in peace, leavkig a pleasing Itfstimony behind that he is 
gone to be with Jesus, being washed in the blood of tbc' 
Lamb. . 

Thus ^d> the dead mother's 6od find a ^friend feather 
prodigal boy in life’O last hours, leading him back to the 
crose from which lie iiad departed. 
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' THE FATAL MISTAKE, —No. HI. , 

** I was gobjS to hefeveD, but dlie hindered me." 

t NEW TIBm. i 

• •» Why, John, where Iwvc you been? My Sunday 

„ (Unuer uilt be oreidone, I atn quite sure. 'Vi'hy, bless the 
man, if he doesn’t look as cold as an icicle.” “ D9 I, 
wife! well, 1 am noif cold, then i so you must not take me 
by my looks now, if you did once long ago. I have been 
to ohureb to hear Sam Maybanks* parson, and just about 
ho has given us a good sermon, and wiiat do you think his 
text was?’^ Why, how can I fell ?” Well, it was in 
Isaiah hiii., and the last two verses; all about keeping 
holy the Sabbath day. I do think, if you had been there, 
Polly, you would have said somebody had been telling him 
all about what I have been thinking and doing.'^ Well, 
ina>l)e they ha\e, for there aie pretty many folks like to 
talk about their neighbours— what did he say, theuf” 
** Wh), he said that many a Sablath-^day's pleasure made 
a mail more tired than his every-day work, and that half 
the sorrows bionglit upon families were begun by breaking 
God’« Taws, and particularly God’s day ; and I must oim 
to tlie truth of what tue good man said, for I was ready 
•to say every minute— Yes, Sir, that’s true agidn, 1 know.” 

Bleas me, John, how your memory is grown, to bo sure ! 
Why, you will be as" bad as Sam Blaybanks soon, apd then 
we may as well be all parsons together; for my part, 1 
don’t know what a fine preaching world we shall have, if 
the likes of you begin jnst like that indeed/’ “ I tell yon 
what^ d^olly, I wish 1 was like Sam Maybanks ; for I c|n 
aaa with h^if an eye he is tiho happier man of the two.” 
“ lUmeaf wdl, John, I aUi sure you need not say that, 
for you have as good a- home as Sinn and better cared 
for; too, if aui not wdl, wjfe^ 

don’t be put out by what 1 hate said. 1 meant happier as 
to vl future life; ’'and that is* no little ' matter towards 
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iimking a, mm. 5^ppy JW *ee^ Poll| i for, as the 
goad der^maxt ti|^ ai'ttue longintf will be but 
short, compared with the beyond the grave,*' “ Wdl> 
t suppose everybody knows fbat as wdl as the parson.; 
but you don’t niean to go opt of this world just yet, I 
suppose, do you f” as to tliat, you see, wife, it all 

depends upon the will ot another, as you shall see after 
dinner.” ” Sbb! what do you mean?” ‘‘ Let us cat our 
dinner, Mary, and then we wiUgo on with the subject.” 

lathe middle of the dinner little Patty put down hcr^ 
spoon and fork, and looking up, she asked, ” Who is deiul, 
father, did you say to Mr. Maybank ?” ” DedH, child ! *’ 
exclaimed the father, looking anxious and uncomfortable. 
'* Yes, father — in that letter, I mean, with all black round 
it."* ** What — have you had a letter then, John ?” 

** Why, to tell the truth, I have, Mary ; only I intended 
you should eat your morsel in comfort before I told you.” 

What is the matter, thent who is the letter from?” 

Well, dear Polly, it is ffom a friend of your Brother's ; 

' in fact, from hU young master.” Dear me, oh ! what 
has happened?” ** It is a melancholy tate, wife. Pom* 
Charles was painting a top window in a high house, and 
fell down.” ** And is he dead then ?” quickly interrupted 
the uhnrmed woman, Why, yes, Polly, I am sorry to 
tell you he is ; so, you see, our stay in this world, as I 
was sayfatg but now, don’t depend upon our witt.^* “ Wdl, 
don’t ^preach to me, John, but tell me about my poor* 
"bibther ” ' Wblj, poor dear fellow, the letter says he 

* feU^ and never spoke any more ; so this is an awful warn- 
ing, I am sure. I cduld not take any {Measure t^ay for 
ever so.” * * 

Mrs. Armstrong wept hitteBy, and murmured somethbg 
about very Ii^d to be sent out of the world tbatyray, 
Tsirid so ybudg too,”-^but no reply was heard* The even- 
iug«foahd jlohb Armstrong a^n m the Temple 4 baton 
his'*' return" be found his hodie comfortless, the fire gone 
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oitl, tad* h» wife mid^oIiSdreiv in 4>ed., Mo Inwttiljr took n 
Hk of supper, end (Im retired, oondering which tesM 
he the best path £ar ooiafeM end heppinees, here end here- 
after, his wife’s, or the good dergyoMM’s. 


A HOUSE PULL OP FURNITUIIE. 

s i 

** Hy mother was a wise woman/' said old Mrs* B)js- 
combe to me one evcmiig» as we sat together by the light 
' of the fire ; and she used to say, * if you had a house, 
empty when it came into your pos^ssion, and if you were 
permitted to put what fumiture you pleased into it| hut 
were not allowed to take anything out of it, would you 
not be very careful how you filled it with useless lumber 
Now/' said Mrs. Biscombe, ** what my mother said to me, 
I say to you. Take care what you put into vo^ir child's 
mind; you may put in almost anything; but no power 
short of the Almighty’s can take anything out/’ 

Mrs. Biscombe’i mother had acted on the plan she had 
recummepded to others, and had stored her child's mind 
with God's word, and with a number of beautiful hymns. 
Mrs. Biscombe is now an old womaU). and 
rMdcn, but she still i\Members beautiful and strikuig 
passages learped*iH her youth. Days of pain and sleep- 
less nighta are thus beguiled. When friendly neighbours 
. comp iu, she can entertain and instruct them from tbe<:e 
oM'stores ; and when those in a rank above her own come 
to pray with and comfort her, their* spirits are often 
rcflregh^ by sweet and appropriate quotations with 
which she eoliveBs their conversation. Tlius did Lois^ 
and thus did Eunice instruct the youthful Timothy ; ami 
thus, dear ipoUtera, should you fill the minds of your 
little ones wilhtgood words, and oomfjcirtahle words, which 
they will eememher, long after your voice has ceased to be 
heard in the scene of your present trials and duties. 



fIjjE DTIIJOf'liAlliT 

" W fcLL) Air. Warm^ 111)* do ]rm d« f Tb««e «irfiao}eiaiA 
times in whid) m U*#.’' ** Indeed iibef0tp,Sit^ I beve just 
been reading in tbe TVatee one of the longest liitinf deaths 
I think I ever saw, and tbe mortalitj has been espeoially 
great among die i^ed> A wtj ohl iHend of mine is gone, 
and 1 seem like a apancow alone on die honse*top.‘' *' But, 
pray, how is the BeeK^f " " Ah I Sir^ he nlte f$ gone to 
his rest and reward.” “ Indeed M Iitard he wae rery ill, 
hut had no idea he was so neat his eUd.” “ Yes, Sir, this* 
morning, at ten o'clock, his luppy spirit entered Into all the 
joys of a hlissfol eternity, for at that bonr hs died ; and 
the Seripfnres say, 'that to he absent from the body is to 
he present with the Lord,’ and such a drath-bed scene, 
Sir, 1 never witnessed. Our dear friend was mercifully 
free fVom pain, and his mind was calm and composed ; and 
gathering np liis little remaining strength, seemingly quite 
sensible that the time was come when he Should go nnto 
his fathers, he, iu the most solemn and tender manner, 
addressed us in nearly the following words, for they made 
snoh an impression on my mind, that 1 am not Kfcriy soun 
to fotget them. 

“ *I am gmng up to heaven ; and I long to be gofte, to 
be where my Saviour is ; aky are hit ekariot wheels to 
long ta coming?* 'Hien, with both arms stretched up 
to heaven, *1 desire to be with Ood; I hope I am a* 
sincere Christian, but tbe meanest and the ntodt nnworthy. 

1 know I am a great sinner, but did not Christ come to 
save the chief of tinners ? I hope I shaft find acwplipoed 
in Chrisi; Jeans. I ihive trusted in Him, and I hate atrdng 
eon'tolation. I havp been, lodktim Into nfine^ own heSri;, 
what are my evidences for beaven? Has m^tbe SmdgthKi 
said, *' lie that believetti tfhiitl not' perUb,* hnf std^ Ittve 
everlasting Hfo?” Sow, aecor£ng te tbe beM lutmijedge 
i have of what fidtb i$,'I do bribre in Christ, add I i^lt 
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b«\a tbe e\erlRst{n$. Do not the SciiptiiicR aov, 
thtt hvtigeroth aiwf tbiratatb tigbtcousnes* shall be 
salis^ed?^’ Surei]^ I hunger and duistaltei it, I desiie 
to be holy j I to be eoafcw^nied to God, and to be 
tnade more like Him *-eha{l I mt then be satisfied? I loic 
6od ; I love Christ ? I desire to lote Him more, to be 
more like Him, and to sem Him In beitreu without sm 
I hare faith ; I hate love ; 1 have repentance ; yet I boast 
not, for I hare nothing ^ myself; I spwdc it all to the 
honour of the grace of Ood — it is all grace. I say, then, I 
Mia^e tepentSncO, and laith, and love, but faith and refieiit- 
ance are nothing njthout i. liiHt; it He nho makes them 
acceptable to the Father, and 1 tiust in Him. My firiends, 
1 liave bnilt on this fbundatioii*^ Jesus Chnst, He is the 
only foundation ; as my last request, let me entreat }on to 
build ou Hurt, and you will be safe for ctomity ! ’ 

** Here, uith a look of incfiable delight, he lay gentlv 
dowu upon his pillow , he spoke no more, and in about 
)ialf-an-hour his spiiit stood before the Throne. Tlius 
died our good and exeeilent liector. Indeed, Sir, it is 
deeply aatl solemnly afibeting*^may our last end be like 
hib * ” Amen, Mr. Bnrus, Amen ^Farewell.’* 

M.li. 


A TRUE STORY FOR OUR LITTLE FRIENDS, 

f rwhitreifyi am patffe 
A RAJsn or THE roLp.— *j»o. v. 

^ Now khalt I see the scfnirrel t wis the qnttotikm Harr; 
had just asked when we left him. **Ala8! tny htth 
Harry, mdS Mlrs^ L., faavtia^asfd tale to tell you aboni 
the sqnirr^, ¥ou sli^ see Mm, hut he will neter ctacl^ 
a nuta^dni heeannet jump, nor eat, nor sec yon, noj 
breathe ^ Oh ! u hat k the matUr with him then ^ ’ 
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l tsi>* SIORV irOHt Ot>« Uf^XiS m^NDS. 

« 

“ He IS dead, poor Iktle USiimylaA hmomti not iiive bim 
buried, because I thooghjC yott wbald to see bim obiin 
von came.” “Yes, I dmuld.^t eone into the 

otherVoottr. Tfaerehcis, my psstty«|w|li*b quite ooUa^ 
dead.” “Ohl dear, 1 «wh he bad aotfdmd. Is be tone 
to bearen “ dfo, be bad not a epirit Ibmed to hre for 
oseiv as you baOo; he mss only intenddd to live • idlort 
time in this world, snd then MtvDca to the dust, to Urb m> 
more ; but thieilittle body of jmnrs «Ql be leisOd fiom the 
grave, and be joined to your spirit again, when genUe Jesus 
tcBs^thSs augel to sound the great trumprt at the Issi 
day.” * 

** Wed, but my kettil will go to heaiveD with my spiut, 

1 suppose ? ” ^ No ; your little body will all rstum to dust, 
end Temoin there until the great Clod gathms it together 
again ; but the part that thinks snll go away to live in a 
bcautiinl place with the Savtonr, if you love Him.” “Well, 
i do lore Him, for he is veiy Mod. Now come away, I 
don't like to look at the pomrsquirrel now he can’t play 
Ml ith me. Hid Jesua lore HtUe squirry ?” “ Yes, He loves 
everything that He has made, and He provides»for every- 
thing, as you niU understand .when yon are old enough to 
read your Bible, and think about what you read ; but here 
IS tea going ui, so we will follow. Ho yon like calc, 
Harry V' “ Yes, and sugaf too ; but look, there is a fly on 
the sugar.” “It is a little ant, Harry — a very busy, indus- 
trionsi btile erifeettre. Whomadeit, Banyf” “Oh! I 
know now I to Im surb, gentle Jesua.” ** And who taught 
it to gather its food, and make its bttle storehouse tP 
recrive it, Hariy f ” “ Why^ gentle Jodas, Who flmgbt the 
sqbordi to hi& ^ mats^l h««e not ilNfottiStt that.” 

‘ B^t, tusn : abd do yen knew that |f one bae ' 

aheavylod^ too nAMih lbs It t6 cstryltOiiNb s«l!b^^,1ta* 
Lompanions wi^ demO to its iridt Thpy ate «My tieier 
insects, and seem 10 nnderMaad oneanotboatOW ^tolb I 
\ ill tril you a stoiy about them when t see yott again.” 
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BEFtJQE EOK TOE ANP FATHERLESS 

Xo. II. 

. '* Let thy irfdowi trort in me.'* 

On retnroiog to the room, after haviag obtained wme 
proTisione for the suiFeiing inroatea, my attention was 
again arrested; the pow woman had her babe in her lap, 
her little boy at lier ^t, and her precious ^rl beside her. 
She was reading to them j yes, from the Bible! 

• “ • Let not your heart be troubled ; in my Father’s 
house aie many mansions.* So yon see, my children,” 
said this pums mother, "we shall not always hve m thk 
little, cold room^Jesos has promised to take us to a better 
homb.” " Shall we be warm there, and have enough to 
cat?” said the sbltenng boy. "Yes, dear,” aaid tlte 
mother, "listen to what God’s Woid says ‘They 
shall hunger no more, nor thirst any more, for the Lamb 
in the midst of the throne shall feed them, and God shall 
wipe away aU tears from their eyes.’ ” "lam glad of that,’ ' 
said little ^Mary, " for, mother dear, I cannot bear to aee 
}our eyes so full of tears. But mother,” a^e continued, 
“won’t Cbd lend tM something to eat by to-morrow^” 
" See, my dear, what the Bilde says, * Seek not what ye 
shall eat, or what ye shall drink; yonr Father in heaven 
knoweth that ye have need vt these tldngs.’” ‘‘But, 
mother,” ashed little Mary, ” if God loves ns, why does He 
let us be so poor?” " My idiUd,” said the mother, ‘‘Jesus 
Christ, God’s welMmloved Sou, when He was on earth 
‘had not whereto lay His head;’ ooU, hunger, and aeariuess 
lie knew; and shall we who aie ao ainlbl mvriwnr at His 
will ? In His own time He will help w, for Bis own 
. Word declares that thosernrha ‘ srtdt. npoo the'-Lerd ’ shall 
not be* sent empty away. Tbengh tim biesamg tarry,, tie 
must wait in hope, Mitving^” "CSi! mother dear'” 
(Uclairoed the children, “ what shoidd we do without the 
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Bible ? It spesks eonrfoH lA erep th«HA we bn coU 
and poor.” ‘ ' 

Gladly 1 entered the chamber, and admimatewd t» this 
godly, Bofftring family, ndm humUy knejbb with me^ to pour 
nut praise and than^giring to Hint who had thus sent 
tberii help in time of need. > 


A DAY WITH THE COTTAGEB’E WIEE AND ; 
HER BlBLE.~No. X. 

LEA\ BNIIIO BBBAD. 

hlAMt texts may be brought to mind when tite learan is 
put into the bread. (Matt. xiii. 23.) "The kingdom of 
heareo is like onto learen, which a woman tookr end bid in 
three measures of meal, 1(11 the whole was leavened.” 
(Mark viii. 12.) “ Take heed, beware of the leaven of the 
Pharisees.” (I Cor. 6“»>8.) “ Know ye not that a 
little leaven leaveaeth tlie whole lump f Purge out tliere> 
fore the old Iraven, that ye may be a new lump, as ye are 
unleavened. Em even Christ our Passover m ^mdeed 
for us ; therefore let us keep die feast, not with the old 
Icaveu, neither with the leaven of midiN and vrisjeedness ; 
but wuh the uulewrened bread of eincetity and truth.” * 
A small portion of sour or formeptiog leaven is put in 
the midst of a large kneading trough} it ^treads through 
every part, even to ^te farthest corner. WlUt an image of 
maJiicions, wicked thoU(d^ I Qnae admitted into the soul, 
how they ^read, iffiirotiog its every power. The attention 
IS fixed 00 the evil object ; t}|^ mopmiy feeds she evil 
with, recoUeetions Dxma the .pasbi fopey trims it in 
false, dceeitfoi colmu*} the jiudgmeot can no longer 
deoidO arigbt~ibe affisetionB leva where they should hafo, 
and hatewhuro thi^f floght to love }— the. leaven of 'evil 
h.is spread thsoogh the whole, A woman can eas0y pour 
the leaven into hee kneading trough; but by what, power, 
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tirhen ifr has spm^ ivpa |hsi iimt ? We can ^asSy, 
alas 2 ho«r easily, i^mlt the eril thought, but if we would 
purge out this old JetTen, we luuet look for almighty 
help. 


* BI?§Y FATnEBS.--No. IV. 

** Oh ’ luamiuei you are Idukiug at your wAteh ! — is it 
near dear papa’s Ijipe Ao «omo home?” *'Yes, dear; 
papa will soou be here.” Away bounded a number of 
little feet to the window, and a cln&t^r of merry faces 
watched from the corner of the window fur ** dear papa.” 
** Oh, here he comes. 1 so glad. And sucU a nice 
biasing fire 2— pa says he likc*^ to look at our faces by fire- 
light. There is his rap— -and now, let us all run and get 
behind the parlour door, and jump out.” ** Ab, papa 1 you 
did start,” said Albert, ** we did frighten you ! ” ** IIow 
me you all, darlings ?--r-aud dear mamma, too ^ ” said the 
merchant prince, as he took his scat in the centre of his 
merry, happy group. 

Very ^loou the busy father had one little child on each 
knee, and two Othi^rs sitting at his feet, listening to papa’s 
e^enlug chat,” aild recounting to him alt the schoOl-'Toom 
Viusiness and incidents of the day. The baby, too, is 
brought down/ crowing and cooifig, to greet the kind 
father, and receite his evening Ue^sing. Before the little 
party are sleepy and waaiy^ mamma plays a tune, Willie 
gives out a hymn, said they aU sing together. The good 
fatlier then commits bis lambs to the oare of the Great 
SboihArd, and Hlfppily each deiir one rests on the pillow 
witliout a thorii. An^dW must ddight m hoicr around 
such fismiKes* The fathipr has. Indeed, been very busy” 
ail day amidst the Wbrid’s bustte; bul laomuig and 
evening found him helpiug^ the mother in tinning 

the precious litUe^dp fbr a lUc and a glo- 
liously happy Bib hereaftcK • 



PCINERAJU LINES, 

She |i ncft 

Shb is not dmid,” for slie Hvidih on bSglk^t ^ 

In Ugbt too gient for the niltiitn} eye. 

And where earthly pinloud can aeter ooar ; 

The toara that we bhed o’er the part that is dead, 

Are but for the sake of the part that k (led-^ 

We honour (he ahnee tor the treasure it bore. 

** She is not dco^” for she liVelfa hefeWf 
Jier examine emits a west Keareoly glow, 

And she speaked^’^ in tones ^ reSbtlem might 
As the.floaer that hath perished its fragrance* 

Ad the spn although set In ita ipage rematnsA 
Her memory long will be blessed and bright* 

** She is not dead/’ for her body will rise, 

Its desdUed home is in Paradise, 

la the grave it adli nrnka but a^tiansieot stay. 
Thus tbe se^ eohropts to revive and bloom, 

Thub the worm for a time in its chrysalis tdmb * 
Prepares for a beauteous display. 


A PAGE POK THE CHILDREN 

THAT MCH WAS pHkiar* 

Rock «f Ages, cleft Sbrsne^ ' 

Let me hide mys^in thea> 

Let the water and theblpojlt 
Fram thy riven Side whibh dowed, 

Be of sta the double caref 

Clmtise me ftmo imfuift 
« 

9Sx s£AR CBfU>atiir, 

' Do yoi Icaow ft SMlftr'Wled the mftik ? I lov» lifibr 
4 its bestttiful wUhe b lp N WB w sad dftrk gd»en Nfttft*, bat «Im tat 
»notii«r MftMu,- beoauae 1 bftve laftd tlmt ta «»rm «oantriM it 
grow* wmb d^bi or holetiin tbe n,ki^ «o<t ib a bymn 

A rock h eMt^ M* 

Mere sore abeitert f4* 

The Rock ot Agee.’* 



A VHW FOR THE CHILDREN 


My letfcr to-day will be about th» Roek, aad wbaq you Immit 
read it* I tliink you will uuderstand why I love the nkyrtlo. 
Have you eeeo a rook ? Bid you evci stand on the eaa-sliOfe 
and wateh the watcs daihing against some tall, atnmg roek, 
bursting as if in faty^ and aaiy wetting its loot widk their 
beautiful white ejimy? When 1 was a ciiild, there w^as one 
rock at WrymouA whieh pleased me very much^ because ir 
had several clefts or oaves into which 1 could creep, and which 
reminded me of BaVtd hiding from $auK There arc aian^ 
texts in the Bible which compare God to a i ook ; I should like 
;you to make a list of all you can dnd. In tins letter, liowever, 
1 am only going to write about one passage, and I will le|ive 
you to find it out * 

Moses (that holy man, with whom ** God spake fare to face, 
as a man speakath to his friend, *0 asked oi Him a strange, 

a wondrous request beseech Thee, show me Thjf Glory. 
God told him, that mortal man eould not see it and live— (no, 
it wM far too hnght)— hot that He would put tiim into a deft 
or bole In a rock, and Would cbver him with Ilts liand while His 
Glory passed by ; and then He would permit him to 8(»e some* 
thing of it— just, as it were, a faint glimmer oi that before which 
angels veil their faces* Ye% this he might see, and aho he 
should bear the voice of God himself procluiming His own 
most liol} name. Now, dear children, pie tore this scene in 
yonr minds. Wo havoSalked of many Bible scenes, but is not 
this as wonderful as any of them ? Moses — safe in the cleft of 
the rock-covered by the hand of God— listening to His voioe- 
leeing something ^ HiS Glory, and feeling that he was near 
what he eould not sea and live*. Yet he wa<^ <*afe, and why ? 
Because God himself hod sold that be should hide in the deft 
of the rock, and God bhnself had put him therei. Thus, my 
dear children, all those ore safe (from God’s anger, from 
datan^s^ power, from aft that eOn really hurt them), who are 
hidden In ** The Rock of Ages.’’ * ^ 

Mimf thnee in 4he Bible is Christ compared \/o a rock, and it 
yoa look in the morgia of your Bibles, ladati 4, y^^ii wdl 
find the words Rock of Ages.” Yes— nge after ege^hat j$, 
one hundred years after apothcr passes auay, and Jesus never 
change^, neicr gets weary of listening to prayer, never gets^ 
tired of saving ’"dinners. All ! and never loses JHis power to 
save. He is truly a rock. His way i^ perfeeft ondHets as 
strong to sav^ ami as kind to lo^e you, my little ones, as He 



THE nSM MOTHEIb^^ « 


4 

WEtp imurc* dvMi mm 1ib<mlNHid«igUt liQo^ned ymsmmso, « bevi 
took tittle flJtsUreii m put Hui k^ods upW tliem. 

mmI ktoteA ^\dLl majrHe be eailed MThe jUiek of 

t Imve ^vrittep a<* in a parable* cw yon twaiSfa(^il4 tne ^ To 
be bidden in*tbe cleft of the roqk k ^ aamo im to beooiitp 
a ebiM of Qod ; to bcdieve In Hue, to trualHim* (o ba wa^ib^d. 
pardoned, accepted, (rod j^nt t}i«^ you my Indeed knew^ Ibr 
yourselree^ tibat tbeea blmm^ mean, dmen, and Amen ! 

Oxford, ^ Ma.iiv. 



TyE PHIM JjlQTltEp. 

A MAEti^sa's wife, nrbilst her It^kthailid ^ At aea, bet 
a child* leaving her with only tme son The httsbahd 
returned home only to die, and wis li^id in the samegrayef. 
The poor widow gladly availed h«r«elf of the opportunity 
of sending the child to the grandmother* who was tety 
pai tial to him. The mother* in her loaelinose* soon became 
anxious to have her boy under her own eye* and at last 
fetched him home. , 

One evening* retuming from hei* work* she bought a 
picture for Willie ; it waa placed upon the table* and WilUe 
was to see it after tea. But iM eatis&ed with it on xVm 
table* he must needs have it on the ekair; this was con- 
trary tq orders* but Willie was intdined to be obstinate 
His mother took the pictnreiE^ End put It away 'in hei , 
drawer. Master WilKe* ndghtSy olCei»dc<)> and determined 
to show that he whs angry, got hie little sto(4» and sat with 
his back to hts mother, so e^ky that noba word would the 
geaiM]^ chatterbox btter. As somi hs tlie ted wag 
floi^ed* Willie’s sharp eyes detected his mother anwngiiig 
hie bedclothes. Instantfy the little tongue was loos^; 

WiQie' don't want to go to bed yet, mgpqma/’ '*'iros* 
hot Willie has been acting teiy naughtily to wmnmia* and 
must now go tO bed,” 



MhtZWhL ASSOClAtlOX. 


38 . 

Th^ poor widow yearned 6nr her child, wia fi^rm. 
In the Tnoraiug, when Willie awoke* his lont^ wa^ l^ui^y 
about breakfast, and he begged to be taken «p. 
was the reply ; Willie niost be punished for a 
naughty boy.** But Willie not a naught^ boy now. I 
will be good* mamma.’* But again the mother was firm, and 
not until after breakfast was Master Willie allowed to 
rise. 


A MATERNAt AS$OCIATIOJf IN A DISTANT 

COUNTRY, - 

^We insert this note from a far-distant land, hoping 
some friend may be willing to aid the interesting andoi- 
taking. 

** Cape Toion. 

HadaH;-*-A fVietid having lent my wife several numbers 
of Hie JPfiend^ I had the curiosity to peruso them, 

and derived so much satisfaction from reading the excellent 
publication, that I have deternuned to call a public meeting for 
the j)urpose of ebtablishiag a Maternal Association in Cape 
Town* on^tiio plan projAsed at p. 17, voL iii. Any inlormatioii 
that you might be willing to impart will greatly oblige^ and 
should auy Christian friends of your acquaintance feci an interest 
in this part of the world, a donation of Tracts and Mothers’ 
Fiienis aould dcmhtlesfs greatly asskit i» furtherance of the 
proposed object. 

Yoar obedient servant, 

Vy. J. Irons, 

** Ct^e^jywnJSieehantee’ JneiUttie. 

Co|9y of tbohiii I have ordered through our bookseller, nerir 
Britaia, ^whewe^ address H. Donkin, at Ward 

and Co.% Jplteriaoster Row,’ to whom an^ paredi can be 
bCnt, td be iorwatdM in his monthly case 

M ATErfN AL AS$OCUTION . 

A public meeting will be held nt tbc Assembly-room of 
tbe Town-haM, ou ^Monday afternoon, to cake into conridera- 
tion the propiiet} of establishing an assoemtion o^ females for 
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the pnrpom pf mutual improvement^ cm Cbrielian unioii,^ of 
modiers and Sabbatb^hoal teaeWs. Chair will he taken at 
drree o^clneii;. The meeting tirlll be addressed hy several minis 

ters and gentlemen of various deh6ininatlons.*^W« J. Ibona,’ 

^ • 

Tracit and Boots Invitation to the Maternal 

Meetings/ * Mothor^a Monitor/ 'Mother's Hymn Book/ and 
‘The MolheVs' Wend/'* 


FRAOUEKTS FOB SPABE MOMENTS. 

V 

SAtXlfQt or UTTXdS C|llLBnniV*i 
Tommy ^ the Sunday^Hio^l Boy^ ottd Air Mother 
One Sunday morning a little boy* ^ined Thomas, retamod 
home from the Sunday school ; he found iiia mother busy 
preparing dinner, and being in a hurjfy, a» soon as Tommy 
entered, she said, “Make haste* Tommy* and fetch me 
some wood, that I may make the pot boil/* The little 
fellow, only siA years old, stood looking in astonishment at 
his mother, who repeated the command. As soon as his 
tongue could find utterance, he said, “ Not only wicked 
yourself, but want to make me wicked too.” The mother 
respected the feelings of her cb3d, and instantly fetcheil 
the wood herself, thankful that the tessons Of the Sabbath 
school had been eo well uude^stop^* There is reason 
believe Chat the mother has endeavoured to do ^thout 
working on a Sunday ever since. / 

Tommy and the Z/aimcA.«— The same little boy witnessed 
the launch of one of our largest steamers. As the vessel* 
glided off the stocks, crashing any timber the way, the 
chain cable, not being sUAci^tly d^tAoned, snapped 
asunder, amidst tbe shouting osf puitjr aud the f^^sni of 
the <^her. Tommy held his fiiCher*s li^imd* and, though 
tremUing, said, “ Father, do you .know what that puts me 
in mind of? *’ *' No. Whnt^ my boy ?” ^ “ Of tbe earth* 
'quake in the prison where Paul and Silas were, wh^a the 
chains fell off them.*’ 



JOO NOTIONS Oh l^OOKb. 

wid the Empty Sepulchre , — Some iveeks after, 
the <itays on each side (where the vessel bad been reared, 
and from wiiich she glided) being left standing, the empty 
space seemed very large. The boy, looking on again, «slted 
li they knew what that reminded him p£?-^'‘The empty 
sepulchre where Jesus had lain/^ 

MKINO OTUESS UAPn* 

A iiiotfaer who waa in the habit of aakfaig her children, 
before they retired at night, what they^ad done dnniig 
*th^ day to make others happy, found a young tmin- 
daughter silent. The elder ones spoke of deeds and dis- 
positions founded* on the golden rule, unto others 
as you would that they should do unto you ** Still thi 
bright face was bowed down in silence. The question was 
rept*ated, and the deaf little child said timidly, ** A little 
girl, who sat near me on the bench at school, had lost a 
baby brother. All the lime she studied her lesson she hifl 
her face, and cried. I felt so sorry that I laid ray face m 
the same book, and cried too. Then she looked up, and 
put her arms around ray neck, 'but I did not know why 
hhe said I bad done her so ranch good.*’ 


KOTlCES OE BOOKS. 

/it/uir# Aikep tn Jf9Vt, By )Sev. A. Cvthbkri. London Ha- 
ttilton. 

Pages of comfort for bsrestsd pmrentB, 

TtH9 OtcaUim, |(y iami BdwwiWu Crouch. London . W & F 
O.CAtli. ^ 

A poem fo iatrodnipia and assfol poor mam 

JboMsas Cllsilce, * 

\ tateof the snlleripgind tfinn^ of religion. 

Thfi JffQtmmeh* London : Jamid. 

A book foh of h^nS, north six times its price. 

JStntifh Hitman. London : Partridge and Co 
^^cheap, illnstmted monthly paper. Ml of good hints. 



A MOTHER’S REGRET COMING TOO LATEL 

( Continued from paqe 82 .) * 

In the small bed-room of a cottage sat a sorrowful 
mother; with her head reatmg on her hands^ and the tears 
falluig through her tiogers , silently she wept» for she was* 
afraid to lift the corner of her apron to wipe her cheek, lest 
the pale sleeper before her should be disturbed* A young 
woman, who had endentl? been tery good-looking, lay on a 
small low pallet, panting away her Ijdb; disease bad blighted 
her youthful bloom, and was now drinking up her life4ilood« 
She was the eldest daughter of an indostrisus mechanic, 
and, after hnng lu service foi a y(|ar, she had returned to 
her childhood's home to dm* She had faesn sadly neglected 
and indulged in her early days, and idlowed to leave her 
home at twilight every evemng* to ramble with idle com- 
panions in the streets and lanes of tbs Very soon 

Sally Varley was diawn unto the Vortex of folly, among the 
lawless and worthless, who are aver found disturbing the 
cpiict of respectable people, when the shades of evening 
shield them from the eye of man a mother wiihe9 for 
the destruction of her daughter or son, she can^take no 
moie tile dual mums of accomplishing it, tluin by allowing 
them to join the rambling, illHDlisposed youths found 
abroad lu the evening hours Sally Mkhi became a favourite 
with tlie reckless company, and entered into alt their 
plans with delight , the love of dress soon took possession 
of her heart, and as her father could only afford Vo give 
iicr jdam clothing, she went to service, at the suggestion of 
her mother, in order, as she fu^d, ^to pick up a lew new 
things, and coroe home to wear them/* Foot Sally^faund, 
too late, (hat Satan is a tttrd foaeier, and often, hke the 
world, < bugs theibinghk tiBvmddati dm^netfon 

falls upon bis victim. Salty’ii lote of going dut in l^e 
eienmg, and standing at the open doors, did not leave "her 
when she lived amongst strangers, and the exposure to the ^ 

VOL. vai. o 
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tllght air» mth the conseqae^^jt circumstances, soon brought 
her to B premature grare^ 

^ iiqw return to her aick-bed, where her mother, who 
had winked at all her youthAil follies, now sat, a mourn* 
fol, sorrowing, and woman Mother ! 

mother! ciied the sick girl, opening her bright, glassy 
eyes, " hes Charlotte begun toy blue Jress >et Dress, 
my child I Have you been drt^ming about a new dress ’* 
** No, n^othi^r ; dpti't you know the pretty one I brought 
home J I want to jsee how it will look m^e op, and, may- 
bfi mother, I may wear ^ yet. You cry, mother ; don't 
cry ; 1 ahall get hotter I dare say yet, and then it wiU be 
ready, you know, for me to wear.*’ My dear Sally, you 
must not think about such things now.” *‘Why not, 
mother J I can't tjbiok about anything else." ** Why, my 
dear, because the doctor saya— ^Oh, here comes your 
fathcTii I bqar him helow f 1 must step down to see all 
thin^ ale i^dy fqr him.** ** Slop, mothtr, tell me what 
does the doctor s^jr V* ** Why, he says, my dear, you are 
very ill, and that he cannot cure you; and that lie hopes 
you will-^-but I will come pp wgain in a minute or two 
saying this, the agitated mother left the room. 

E.\|U.Y WESSONS FOE YOUNG MOTHERS. 

“ Yetblt a talent of tnut— aloaii to beteoden-dback with interest " 

Tai effects of tbe training which children receire for the 
first jear, indeed for the first six weelis of their Ines, can 
scarcelf be appreciated. ahle» one has made it the subject 
of special study. 

For th^ first tfante’ OMOthsi it is well to keep an infant 
^saed iawplain, loose oij^t is lip ; and the more it is kept 
in be^t and the more it.sleep8.|bo better. The frail tenure 
of a gild’s ^0 maj be compared to a cutting from a 
shmbheiy, wiiich you wish to take root— this will require 



considerable precaution a|id ^till in its 
you do not understand the process^ you BSft on^ 

in ten — if yon do understand it, you may i^iicoe£9 in^l^uat 
e^ery case. And the la&ie pai^d^huity as to kkit^ off, 
and feedinff, must ^ m the inana^;emetit or the 

infant as the plant. ^ ^ 

The first child in a fami^ hi eften injhred by treat** 
ment it receives, it^ adtciit % indeed^ a maiter of con- 
gratulation to its parents, but its little eyes ate thh dften 
closed ; it must ha adndred oFteh^. Pierfa'aps a fri^ of ^ 
neighbour eom^s in, just' as the tiny idling has ochddfepoed^ 
its nap after the fatigues of irisfabg and dressing; we hare 
seen it taken up* mdely shaken, talked t<^ and, if j[ioasiblf, 
made to open its bright blue eyes tO be admired. Soeh 
cruel experiments will so6n induce in the chSd a hdbit of 
restlessness and wakefulness, injtidriug both child dhd 
mother. An infant should Im kept dieqbq; and eating* at 
proper intervals, with grekt emifonhii^ for she herits. This, 
more than arty thing, enables the mother to regain her usual 
strength, and attend to other home-dnties. A ehild that is 
not managed rightly at first, ‘will worry and cry firpm mere 
restlessness— the young mother, to<]niei if for theigioment, 
will feed It— the infant over-eats, and the found^ion of 
disease is ofti n thus laid in life's first days. 

More thoughts fbr you, young mother^ next month* 


THE FAto MISTAKE.— No. IV, 

I wa9 going to linuren, but she hhidemd ine/' 

THF KVSOLVX, 

Months passed on over ili^ denuded family*^ John 
Armstrong continhiii^ to Uttebd^^ha house of 06d on ib^ 
Sabbath, and refusing to tid^e fahr^ustttl walks with his 
wife and children , often reasoning over tlu^ mattelf with 
his wife, and mentioning to her from time to tim^ wliat he 



IU4 ^ ' tlTfi rATAt 

benrd (m W of Sabbitb^leeping from th«f good 

he-ba'd cho^n to attetid. 

One Sabbath, aa the fatmly took their seats aronfid the 
table, John said, in a kind, lo^g waj, “ I do wish, wift, 
you would give tfp your Iiard work on the Sunday, and let 
^ ns all go to church ;i t am sure you would like Mr. Hai- 
groi e •f and we could do vtry wdl without hot dinners, with 
a little cold meat and a bit of your nice pickle Eeally, your 
face looks heated and tirsd, and Sunday does nUt give you 
any rest.” ** Oh do, mother ! let ns alt go,— oh, how nice 
it will he 1 ” said Patty, ** and my teacher will be so glad , ” 
she seid, * How nice it was to see father in a place of 
worship * * ” **Ob, I dare say I ** replied Mrs. Armstrong. 
^ Ve shall be marked people soon, and talked of with all 
the cant heard among those who pretend to be better than 
tlieir neighbours ! No, indeed, Jf shall not have cold meat 
while I can get hot ; and as to going to church, why we 
can go where we Hke, 1 suppose, iu a free country ; so, if 
you choose to alter your plans, John Armstrong, and your 
way of living, you had beit^ get a new home too, for this 
one wonH suit you, while I have to see to it, 1 can tell 
you ” 

no, wife!” said John; am hard to believe 
that religion makei^ people unhappy, just like that , I have 
no fault to had with my home nor my good wife, only I 
want you to have more rest and more leisure to think 
about another world ; for, since poor Charles died, some- 
how I don’t feci the same as I did, and the Bible seems a 
pew book to me.” ** 1 tell you what, John Armstrong,” 
said Mary, raising her voice, and looking very angry, “ if 
you intend turning xupnd like that, you may mind your 
own oomfbrt, for X Aall neither care for husband nor 
home.” " Stop, stop, Polly ! ” rejoined John, struggling 
to keep down the rising temper; “if this is year pui- 
pose, why then yow will alter mine; so, if you will take 
all the responsibility, I will stay at home instead of going 



to dtorcb. and leit^binip jg|o ojb M 
muid> you &])«U Uk« the l^dMK) of tur|[ij^^f^ huqlc d'om^' 
a good and happy ui^; and hm 1 teoii^ adMh4 
Mnking the table with hie laud, “to ^ *1^,^ 
waj, ijrhich the good man has ti^tn aotito p<ih^ to tbu »« 
of, and to walk With my «ifb in the road, whan the* 
multitude are toimdl" Baytpg.thato Wprdtk'idhia 
took hiohat, and walked out mto tite epen air, to eo^l l»a 
excited head and heart. 


TH£ CBftlSTUN MOt WS rAQfi. 

« Behold, 1 have eialwfomifm «w«yto#saiiasl ae.maa'aaudMa 
A, fttr thou lust a litfle atnaflli^witt juiit ktot sty 0<^ jn>^ bast 
uot dmued p\j name '* lU, B 

Dam Gbri9^av MorHBftii 
I’emit me to eenij you » few simj^ afmof these 

sacred ttords, trusting that, by Otxi** tihiselhgk mhy b<;^ 
you m yotit jouroey throng'll this world. If bok al the otW 
passages in the Word dt God wJHdk t^j^eak of an opeik docnv we 
bball find that tbc> refnr to ^fxreaatuag Hie Geepei Without inters 
rnption ^ lU other woids, to deintj Oe^evH^rk toUhout Mn4rmee» 
^ow> la not this jubt what our h^tts desire! What work 
as ChrtsUan moth( rg 1 Surely, one most eMUadul part must he 
to tram our ( bddrou (or God. We at# jlentiiUed and oeth*^ 
manded to do ( eej^ihini^ fo God’s gfory , l^t H is fd the tram* 
log of odr cbddfen which I u^uld moie eaj^eeially wntOi iui 
being very near our hearts. Before whofuiloes Ood say He has * 
set this open dpov*^ Before those ** who had a little sHength, 
and bad kept Hw word^ and bud dot deafod Hm same.” XfCt 
this ha A word of warning as trdl as eucouragemeht W us 
bee to It that these three d^scTiptioss apply to ua, il isu dUbre , 
from God power and ogj^rtuail) with our ehildi^. ^ 1%e 
stronger oar faith is^tbeii^par mr duser our wsgs* 

munion with otir nsen Lord-— t|i#eiere tkmng Shall WU have 
ui oar ehdiAvoiflp^ to brmg up our bhildreu for God. ^ 

Do #e not sompttfoes feel discouraged that w& cundUS do 
things for Chn^t’ Jipt ns rfragUibery He fias setWhre w 



fitithfitlf^ 9»*pp6b d 60 r,)&d ftli m Iruve to do Is to 
\li f$ W l^t im eiMMly enimt the 

Idord ta«hoti^iiiu^ Hft^ you wm felt didieftAefied becacuso 
yiim ntfniiirly fikid the time and quiet for itmtrnctvAg 

youreUMieq fa 0e4^e<Word Jhat you wished? JJe of good 
eot^rage^ fay^ it the Jjnrd, and watch fer an open door. 
JPerhaps it » very oMIholt to dad opportunities when all your 
ehddren are togdtberi eafaaptfag at morning and, perhaps, 
ovanifg prayer^oriSt stated times on the lord’s day. Well, 
but sometimes one child is with yon, and somedmes another. 
Seize opportonltics, and they wi^eurprise you by their number 
Oil, do not negloqt the <ipon dopr wbioU is before youj^, beenubc 
it IS not quite easy or pleasant, or becaube you know of others 
wbieb are more to yonr mind * 

Cbnstion mother! it my be that some passdge of Scripture, 
Of some troids of oamdst vramlng, read or spoken to the deai 
ebnd, who (yon thoagfel) happened to be alone with you that 
evening when you were weaned and less busy than usual — it 
nia> be, that those words will return to him again and >et 
again, keep him from the paths of the destroyer, abd^guide 
him to the Shepherd’s fold. WhtdlkdKt^ tliy band findeth to 
do, do it with thy might” 

Oxford. Maev. 


A TRUE STORY FOR OUR LITTLE FRIENDS. 

* O^mehtMJ^pa^o 9 V 

A LUIB OF THE FOLD,«^NO. VI. 

WiiT you fall me the story about the little ants that 
you promised meV’ asked little Harry, ha he again eo* 
tered Mrs. L.*s drawing-room. Mrs L. willingly assented, 
and told him the following anecdote. 

^ “ One day a gentleman was riittiog very quietly at break- 

fast, when be observed a number of ants very busy with 
bis 8Ugi^«(^ss. He drove them away aeterel times, but 
they did mlndv-^tiey returned and wei« as busy 
as ever, going from luin|i to lump, so he thought he should 
like to wkteh what they would do if he put the sugar-glass 
a little out of their reach, and be suspended it by g string 
from the ceilings at a short dUtance from the table. For 


If? 

V 

some time they seemed to r^tt ^hout m«g|reat cooc^fi^ to 
hid out bow to rcacla it, aod Ot length tbiyr p^K ^pon eaohi: 
3tber*s shoulders, and reaetied upwmrdij; hUttUli iiuvidn : 
t was loo far for the topmost of theiA to |tliii}3 into the 
^ ^Iass, and they fell down as fast as they i!^* Vheu 
all thcirMabours seemed useless they w^nt awa/, and the 
gentleman thought they had given up the matter ; but, uot , 
long after, he saw several of them eoming down the string 
from the top of the ceiling, and jumping into the sugar* 
glass, while Several others, who seemed to understand all 
about it, were creeping up the NftallS, intending to cross the 
ceiling, and follow their example,^* 

“ What a pretty storv !” said jSarry. J3id gentle 
Jt<.i8 teach them all that ?” •* TTas, Ho gives wisdom to 
everj insect, and everybody Dots He 7 but He didn’t 
teach my papa to swear, did HeT* *‘011 no! 66d gave 
him his Speech, but he makes a bad use of |t.^ Ye'*, 

ril tell him not to swear any ino7e I should Uke to Ine 
with you.” << Well, dear Harry, we live very near to eadi 
other, so you can come often to see me ; and I hope, when 
ue are called away from earth, we shall live together, 

* In that beau tifo] place He gone to prepare, 

Tor all who ore washed and iorgiven/ * 

llicre we shall be for ever happy, for sin cannot enter that 
holy place ; and we snail he very wise, for we shall know* 
as we are known 

This dear little hoy continued to visit his friend, who 
liad become greatly attached to him, for several weeks. 
At Icngfli he did not pay hiS accustomed visit for 
three or four days’*, and Mrs, L. was obout to inquire 
after the sweet Ihtle fellow* when one o^his papsfs ser- 
vants came running in bread|le6s hasj» to tell her littje 
Harry was dying, and had been anxiously wishing to see 
her for mahy hours. She quickly* obeyed the summons. 
As" she entered the hall of the house, little, Harry’s ptipa 
o 2 
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rttsh«d by her, covering his face tuith his handkerchief, 
and crying in bitterness, ** My boy ! my boy 

^(rs. L. ' stepped quietly into the sick-roorn, and found 
the lovely child bad just passed away from earth. She 
mingled her tears with thoi^e of the bereaved mother, who 
was still hanging over him, unwilling to believe she should 
hear his voice no more. But his happy little spirit had 
winged its way to a Letter land, to rest in the bosom of 
the great and good Shepherd. On inquiring about this 
little luinb of the fold, Mrs. L, found that he had lery 
often begged them to call her to him, but they lefused to 
do so till too late. A few moments before he departed he 
lookofl at his father, e\e]aiining, ''Papa! 1 shall ne\er 
swear any more. Jesus loves me, and 1 am going non to 
live with Him in heaven,*' 

Ilei& holy and happy now, 

IKs crown is on bis brow ; 

bis Jesus, face to face, 

And si^g^ of His ledtemiiig giaec. 


1 WISH 1 KNEW WilAT WAS THE WILL OF 
' GOD. 

“I AM ill a great deal of trouble this morning, Mr 
. Brown , how fortunate it is that yon should just give us a 
call.” “ WeF, if I can be of any use to you, Mrs. 
Parker, 1 shall be glad ; but we sometimes think we see 
the l.aiid of God where it is not, and \ihere it really is we 
tail to see it. Thu?, when things go well with us, we are 
ready enough to acknowledge the hancrof God, and some- 
times lift up the heart in grateful praise ; but in the dark 
and cloudy day our faith gives way, and we see anything 
rather than the goodness and mercy of our God. But 
what is this trouble about which }ou speak?*' ♦*Why, 
Sir, we ha\e received ibis iKorning by post a letter from 
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a gentleman in Loudon^ offering tqt talcs <mr ’WifiUoti 
and it has put me into auch a flurity, 1 4oU’ir %,ti9V ^ 
do Why so ? I thought you were loehiug out ibr a 
situation for him ?*’ So ue have been ; au^ we are very 
aiivious about him.** " And now the door is opened you 
are afraid to go in ? ** Why, jou know. Sir, there are so 
many things to Gou<»ider , and it is come upon me> as it 
were, all at once.** ** That is, you have been joohmg ait it 
some time from a distance, but now that it comes near» and 
you are called upon to decide, and do something, you tfe 
quite at a loss how to act?*' ‘‘Well, really, Sir, that is 
jU't it ; but then, you know, it is a very serious thing to part* 
with our dear boy. lie never left us before. I am afraid 
it will almost break his heart to lea\e us, and everybody 
says Loudoti is such a dangerous place.** “No doubt 
about it ; but what does Mr. Parker say ?’* “ Ob, dear ! 

he is quite as bad as myself, and doe$n*t seem able to make 
up his mind. 1 wish I knew what was the will of God.** 

“ Well,** rejoined Mr. Brown, “ what are you looking 
for ^ The Israelites, you know, had the pillar of cloud to 
collide them in all their wanderings; perhaps you are 
thinking if you could have something like that yqu should 
be happy indeed. But they were not They were often 
sadly anxious to be gone, to leave the dreary waste and the 
barren wilderness, but the cloud still tested; and whiUfc 
they dared not move, many a wicked and rebellions 
thought rustled within. They were far from being at 
peace with God, and in a state of perfect acquiescence in . 
iiis will. They submitted, because they eouid not hel]> it ; 
but they never saiU from the heart, which alone is accept- 
able to God, ‘ Not my will but thine* be done^’ The 
truth is, Mrs. Hrker, we are always wanting something vre 
liave not got. Nor is this spirit conhued to earth, it was 
the baine in bell — and I am afttiid it is moie akin to 
hell than many of us think. The rich mab, you kdow, 
snid, ‘ Nay, father Abraham, but if one went unto them 
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front the ietd, they Kill rejtent ;* «ii,/ho taid finto him, 
* If they hear not Moees and the pn^hete, neit) t will 
they be prrsna^ed thottgh one rose from the dead ’ ” 

Kcxt month, shoold life dnd health be given ns, ne will 
tell vrhat Mrs Parker was looking for. 

M.B 


RECOLLECTIONS OF LOVING LITTLE EUNICE 
(C^tnftpuejyrom pag^e 7&.) 

EuNicr’s mother now noticed that at night, when she 
went to bed, and when she got np, her prayers, which before 
seemed to be only because she lieard her sister pray, 
became very earnest and intelligent for so }oung a child. 
Thus she would say, Lord! give me a new heait 
and right spirit, and make me one of thy children. Do, 
Lord!*' The emphasis ou the ** Do, Lord^** was most 
expressive of an earnest and humble beggar. She gene- 
rally prayed for all her friends by name, but not always, 
for ^hc had a long list, aud she did nut forget the old ones 
as the number increased. And then she would so simply 
enumerate and praise the Lord fbr all the mercies of the 
day — any love that had been shown her, or an}" little 
present that had been given her — thus it would sometinua 
be her doll, or her new shoes, and things of much Jess 
moment than these. And when her sister, who thought 
these were too trifling for the Lord to notice, and that it 
would griese Him, said, Eunice, you must not talk to 
the Lord about your dolts ; the Lord does not think about 
dolls,'’ she rej^ed, in the most gentle manner, But, 
Annie, the Lord does give me my doll, and my new shoes, 
and all my things, and kind fiends” (friends.) 

Wc must here observe, that her sistet, who had reall} 
^oied Jesus for some time, had been in a great measure 
Ennice’s teacher in the Lord. When only seven \ ears old, 
she (Anna) always took her Utde Testament and Hymn 
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Book to bed with ber„ and pot thenji under hxa pillow. 
Eatty in the mornings oiteu bi^orq any one was up in the 
liioase, her parenta would hear her read a chapter and 
h>tnii to Eunice ; a d then she would tell her what U 
luehUt, and talk to 1 t most solemnly about heaven, and 
the iiaughty place/’ and that Eunice must ask the Lord 
to give her a new heart, or she could not go to heaven 
when she died 

Eunice would often at that time say, ** But 1 don^t want 
to die and to go to heaven, Annie 3 1 wish to stay with my 
mamma and papa.” But the time came when she did 
wi^h to go to heaveu, and often within the last month of 
her life did she express this wish while in usuali health. 
The last week that she was about the house, her sister 
noticed that she used to find a picture in a very old edition 
of the “ Pilgrim’s Progress,” every day, and after looking 
at it, she would say, should like to go to heaven, 
Annie, and be with all those little children ; they are so 
happy there.” Tiie picture was the representation of the 
Cherubim over the river as the pilgrims are passing 
through Her papa also heaid her say, I should like 
to go to hoa^eu and once she said, do love Jesus !” 
Thi*) was all within the last month or six weeks of her 
life 

The week before she was taken ill her papa observed^ 
that Eunice’s whole mind and character, with respect to 
heavenly things, seemed entirely changed. Her mother, 
upon bearing this, said, Surely the Lord is not going to 
take her to himself!” Her mother knew* that her little . 
one needed a change of heart, and the same precious blood 
to cleanse her from sin which all sinners need ; but she 
had often thought tiie work wouhl not be a long one, as 
Eunise had so seldom manifeated anything like a will of 
her own ; and those who showed much love to her had 
always been so deeply loved by her, that she felt she would 
soon be swallowed up by the love of Him who bves us 
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first that wo may lovo Him in retarn ; and gtacioas it was 
of the Lord thus to manifest the light before the days of 
darkctess and sorrow came^thus to comfort her sorrowing 
and bereaved parents, and to prepare this loved one foi llis 
presence. 

Her sickness was only for hix days (from the Lord’s 
day, at four p.m.> when she was taken ill, to the Saturday 
following, about the same time), when she qnfetly breathed 
out her precious soul into the hands of her Saviour, just 
five years and a half old. Her malady was scarlet iVv< r, 
which put on a most malignant form. Her sufferings were 
very great. She was insensible nearly the" whole time, but 
so patient that not a murmur was to be heard ; and when 
for a little time she became sensible, she would try to 
assist her mother iu raising her up lu bed, and do her best 
to gargle her own mouth and throat, which were so deeply 
ulcerated and swollen that for the last three days of her 
life she could scarcely pass a drop without feai of suffoca- 
tion. Once, when her mother was raising her up, she 
turned round to see if there were any tears on her face, and 
when she thought she discovered some, she said, “ Don't cry, 
mamma.*’ She looked so gentle and placid, even in the 
midst of her intense suffering, when the fever was but nnig 
out her feeble frame, that a person looking on her said, 

It is Neecy still.** 

When she breathed her last, her little sister, who stood 
by weeping, said, ** I wiidi 1 was with fionice, for she is 
happy now, and this is such a wicked world.” She rests 
with Jesus now, who loved her and gave himself for her, 
and now realises the desire which oa one occasion she 
expressed ou earth, when asking her mother to teach her a 
little hymn, she said, *'Must I learn to sing in heaven, 
mamma?” — and in far better strains than when moving 
about she sang, Canaa, sweet Canaa ! will you go to the 
land of Canaa I ” 

There was one striking drciimstanee we forgot to men- 
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tioii. Heir parents do not remember that^they e^er heard 
Jber say that she dreamt imy thing ; but about a fortnight 
before her death she awoke her little sister; saying, 
Annie, I d'eamed a d’eam’’ (dream) ; attd in her Simple 
way she told it to her sister. I did d'eam that I had 
got no papa, and no mamma, and that two ladies had ggt 
me up stairs, and they seat Aunie for water and washed 
me, and put me on a white frock, and they said, * You 
p'etty dear/” The week after she awoke Annie, and said 
she had dreamed the same dream that night, repeating it 
word for word, and about which her papa interrogated 
her. This last dream was the day before she siekeued,^ 
aufl a week before she departed* »She is nasr indeed 
washed nud dressed in white, and has no papa and 
ri‘j}np>a. 

** And she being dead yet «peaketh.'^ 


SAMUEI/S FIRST LETITK. 

MATEUNAL IKIfLUUrtCi:. 

S\Mur.ii has reached his ninth year, when his parents 
re^ohetosend him from home to receive his Mucatioii. 
lie is placed iu the family of a minister, who had been 
tlieir esteemed pastor tor a period of seven years. Tlje 
change is great from a populous town to a secluded, 
romantic village— from a happy home to the bosom of a 
strange laniily— forty miles distant from his mother’s care 
and his niothcr’s eye. He at once settleik down, and is* 
quite content and happy. His manners are somewhat 
rough, but his disposition is mild and gentle* IJLe often 
talks of home, of b» father, of bis sisters, and of his 
fnends — but especially of his mother. 

The first Saturday he is from home conies round, and on 
this day it is customary for all the young people whet Cftti 
write to prepare Utters for their friends. At; Samud had 
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never vrrittcn an epistle, lie has many objections ai]id diili-, 
cultiee to overoomc. But resistance is \ain, and his first 
letter is* most cheerfully Abdicated to his mother. New 
emotions now throb in bis bosom. Every post he anxiously 
looks for an nnsweri but seven long days pass away before 
it arrives. All are at ^dinner when Samuel receives' with 
great joy, a letter addressed to himself- It is speedily 
deposited into the very bottom of his pocket. But er^ 
long it is brought out and opened, and the disro\eryis 
made that it is a letter from his mother. Now a new 
culty arises ; Samuel cannot read his epistle. He is, how- 
ev<*r, promptly an<l kindly assisted by the minister’s wife, 
ill whose hobom maternal feelings and sympathies are 
strong. Eager aUention is given to the reading of it, and 
Samuel does not rest satisfied until he can peruse it for 
hiui*aelf. So frequently does he read it, that the ne^t week 
he sends word to his mother that he has got off her fir«t 
’letter. 

Sitcli is a mother’s infiucnce. Distance of time and 
place cannot quench it 5 imkind of oecupatioii can iipioot 
it; no company caif remove its peculiar power. Eien 
death itself cannot destroy it. That person cannot be 
under the control of Divine truth who denies the existcuco 
of such an infiucnce, or who mocks the intli\idual who 
owns Its sway. But such being the infiuence of motlier^^, 
they ret[uiie sound knowledge, deep piety, and great enii- 
sistcncy. Our God pour out Uis Spirit upon them, atul 
assist their “ Friend” to speak a word in season ! 

. Boaz. 


A SIOTHER’S PEACEFUL DBATB. 

At early dawn we stood by the dying bed the young 
mother. It was the Sabbath morning. The noisy world 
was hushed and still. Life was ebbing fast. It was a 
solemn hour. Ji is a solemn thing to die. The mysterious 
messenger had betokened his approach— had hung out 
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the phk insigaia of his coming He was near at 
was at th(^ door to cmnder liters enfeebled strtiigstr and set 
the panting spirit free fiom its frail tenement, fdr it$u final 
flight td the epirit-land. The dosing scfne was sadden ^ 
and unexpected. The first knell of life Was struck on the 
bell of time but a week before* The sound fifil heavily on 
the hearts of family and friends. Some crimson vessels, of 
delicate cbnstmctioUi had burst near the scat of life, which 
no medical skill could reaeh or rehsedy. Nafthto straggled 
to repair the breach, but in vain. hour had coma. It 
was a summons to her faeaveiily home. 

The sufierer was calm, composed, and trustAil in her 
Redeemer’s strength, grace, and atonbg Uood* She kueu 
in whom she ]bad hdieved. He was near and precious in 
that dying hour. Her piety was retiring and unobtrusive; 
but It bore the trial, and held fimt within the vmlt hke an 
anchor in the storm. Her last feeble utterances of maternal 
lo\e were, that her children might find a refuge and safety in 
the bosom of her Redeemer. ** Choose Him, choose Him, 
for your friend and portion ! breathed faintly from her 
inltering lips, os her dying eyes of fond affection looked oat 
feebly, for the last time on earth, upon the children of her 
love. This mother was enabled, by Divine grace, to look 
the pale mosstuger in the facs^ to meet the laat dread 
enemy with entire ^mposure, and go down into the dark 
lalUy with a good hope of heaven. . 


THE DEATH-BED. 

Vf E watched her breathing through the night, 
Her brestfiing soR aad low, 

As ip her breast the wave of fife 
Kept heavihg to and fro. 

So silently we seemed to speak. 

So slowly fnoved about, 

As we had lent her halt our powers 
To eke her Ihing out. 
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Our very iiopes betied UQT ie^y^ 

Our fem od^ liopes belled ; 

We thought W dying wheu »iie blept, 

And eloping ivhen ebe died. 

For nheQ the mom caznc> dim and sad, 

And chill with early aliowors, 

Her quiet eyelids dosed ^ she Imd 
Another morn than oura! H. 


THE WIDOW and her SONS; Oft, WHERE ARE 
THE BOYS? 

** Atce, where are they, indeed! ** I fancy some poor 
mother answering, Gone out, there's iu> keejnng them 
in *’ A reasonable thing it soema to be, that boys, afler 
they have been to school, as perhaps yours hate, should 
go out to play. Bat then, 1 would ask, *^With whom 
arc they?'* Their first lesson at school, perhaps, nas, 
'‘Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God lu 
vain,’' and wliat is the lesson they are learning now ^ 
May they not be at this moment with tvil compauiom, 
who, by their example, are teaching them fo swear, aye, 
and teaching them the dreadful cutbe, so cominou but so 
awfid ! ** WeB,’* I fancy the welhmeamng mother saying, 
, “ but what can I do ? I do not like U, but how can I 
prerent it V* It is, indeed, a difiicult question, but mv own 
mmd refers to one, who did keep her two boy s from joining 
any bad acquaintances, and when 1 think of her, her 
gentle manners, her boddy weakness, I fancy that other 
mothers oonld do what she did; aycr and so they could, 
with jber powerful motives, fer she loved her children with 
an ardent love, and «he was very much afraid of sin ; 'she 
looked upon it as a deadly plague. But let me give my 
few remembranoes of poor A. H. 

» When 1 first saw her, she was a happy wife and mother, 
and lived in a pleasant cottage, surrounded by a garden 
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with bright tiom ynn pAm^ aWay without 

further mtercoutae, <me 4ay, wbiU ^alhjiag. in another 
part of the nhagei 1 met and acareely ree<^ised/'ii;i the 
altered and faded form, dad in widow^s weeda» nij former 
acquaintance She had left her happy home, and^ after 
many attempts (defeated by fading bedth) to gain a h^eli*- 
hood, had taken a small room at the other end of the village ; 
and there 1 became better acquainted with het, visited her 
often, and watched the gentle, patient sufferer fade away 
irom earthy so calm, so humbK snd, oh 1 stich a loving 
mother to her two boys 

Weak as she na^, a look, a woid from her was enough . 

Prom children,*' she would say, 1 made them obey it'e, 
and now, for boys, they are really very good. Only 
this morning/* she added, Herbert, finding how lU I 
was, thonghtfully asked me if I could not take a cup of 
tea , and got up, though it was quite dark, and made it 
for me You should have seen him, too, when he had 
been working in your garden, Ipw delighted he was to 
bring in his first earnings^ he thought he could not run 
fast enough ** “ But, ** I said one day, when she was 

talking ot them, how cau you manage to keeji them in , 
surely, they must want to, play with the boys lu the 
ullage^** “No/* she said, ** never having been used to 
It, they do not look for it now ; a walk together to theia 
grandmother's is the treat they look for/' ^ 

During one of my visits, the youngest, who was playing 
in the garden, a«<ked if they might not be off for school, 

" No/" she said, "wait a quarter of an hour/* And then 
she added to me,* "ifthi^are a quarter of an hoar too 
soon they might get playing, then some imschkf might 
arise " Mothers, do Iheso se^ little things, scarcely 
worth relating Depend on it, these httlO every-day 
occurrentes are what so influence children; it is not the 
haSfy Mow* or, perhaps, not so mudh the solemn lectuse,— 
iliiidren are angri at the one, and loo often tired of the 
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Others it is the everj-daj thoagl|t^ tlic firn| andg«ntle 
bearing, that vrill in^uGiice ypur bojr. But mj poor friend 
so*on called aivay from ber mother^S task ; the last 
adrice was givert, the last tears flowed at the thought of 
leaving them orphans ; and trusting lu Christ, the blessed 
Jiedeemer, the lovittg motb^ sank to rest. Her boys 
found a home at tbeit grandmother^ and, I bdieve, 
rehiioed an eictSleni Oharaiifter i the last time I saw tlie 
eldest, he iaai hestenit^ to put a letter into the post, and 
could seaHely stop to tell me that he vias now in a gentle- 
«iAn^$ 8el«rfee. ' 

And how, what result will spring from tny imperiect 
recollections of ihy poor Mend? Will any mother strive to 
follow her example ? Moitier t a treasure beyond all price 
was given when your infant was laid m your arms ; a body 
most wdnderflilly formed by Almighty God ; a soul, to 
live after die siatB hare fkllen fi'om their places ; and you 
arc the one to influence this infant. Oh ! let me entreat 
}on to pray every day fpr grace to perform )our momen- 
tous duties. 


A DAT WITH THE COTTAGEU'S WIPE AND 
HER BIBLE.— No. XI. 

THK IIEATTD OVEN. 

As you look through the narrow mouth of your oven, 
and see the ra^ng flame and smoke benten back by the low 
roof, has it not sometimes seemed to you a ternble picture 
* of the Are of God’s wmthf Mai. iv, 1. ** For behold the 
day cometh tha^ fhall barn at asi oven t and all the proud, 
)ca, and oh that do wk^mdiy'shatl be at stubble, and the 
day that cometh shall burn thetn up, aaith the Lord of 
hosts, that it leave them ntither root nor branch.” Oh ^ 
cottage-mother, dwcU a^nidment on these solemn words , 
then look into your raging oven, aud on your precious 
babes, aud say, can you, will you bting them up in ua}s of 
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itfigddlincsa T Will pfej^nre them, tlieiiQ beloved One^ 
of yout to & dlf the stubble for 'Wh o flame t If 
you have no pity Oil your own soul^ bare pity on Uidis, 
aud for their sakes turn to thb Lord* 

THB BlUOKaN cvr* 

The oottage-mother has let a imp or plate fall, it^ is 
dashed to pieces. This vexaUoui| accident may reesfi the 
words of the Psalm» Thou shidt dash them isi peces as 
a potter’s ressel/** Ps. ii. 9- Hpw helpless was the cap*-^ 
how soon broken in pieces*-*how utterly worthtess whep 
broken ! Such will be every enemy of God. New they 
may rage proudly against the Lord* &ud take ooupsel 
together against Him. Now they may acorn all contitd, 
break His bands asunder, and cast Bis cords from them ; 
but vain will be all their puny strength. Be that sitteth 
in the heavens shall laugh, the Lord shall have them iu 
derision.” ** Thou shalt break them with a rod of iron, 
and dash them in pieces as a potter’s vessel/' 

“ IT WAS MY CHILD.” 

A rooB African mother was seen^ holding a dead infant 
in her arms. She Waa asked-^** Is that your child?” 
The mourning mother replied — •• It was my child ; but it 
is the Lord’s now.” 

Why clasp that little faded form 
In such a fmd enreds. 

And to thy heart so tenderly 
The Itfeiess iiifrnt prelw? 

E’en iiow« on palliil llpand brow, 
like dew thy taartdnips slun^ ; 

Sad m^eri it is thine, 

Ye% it was mine; hut yesterday 
I w atched its fleetiogliireatb, 

Anu mournfully, with breaking bee 
1 closed its eyes in death* 
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yfine * U was the ti^osure of iny heart, 

T)u* ll^ht withm mv l^e ; 

The only star amM the gloom 
Of oOBioos years to come. 

Now as a pure and spotles«( gt m 
XJpoa the Saviour's crown, 

* It deeks His myat diadem, 

And His Hisulcme. 

A few short years, isdj louely now, 

I tread the weary road, 

Tlntil my willing teat shall stand 
ITpon the mount of Hod. 

Thao to my arms my precious one 
Shall yet again Ih^ given, 

And folded to tts inothei hcai t 
SIiulI welcome me to heaven. 

HINTS ON EDUCATION .--BY DYMOND. 

After spoakiug of society, book-leartitfig, and other 
inilueiices that act upon the minds of youth, ho says, 
most important division of moral education i$, 
suppfy qfvioOvfis to adhere to what 1 9 rtght Our gieot 
deficiency is not in knowledge, but in obedience Of the 
oflenees which an individual commits against the moral 
law, the great majoiity are committed in the eonsciousuess 
that he is doing wrong Moral educaiion, therefore, should 
be directed, not so much to informing the young what they 
ought to do, as to inducing those moral dispositions and 
principles whieh will make them adhere to what they 
know to be right/* 

KOTICBS OF BOOKS. 

Bkomor ikmn* By CiTKaaiBa Cscicr Louden Book Society, 
10^ Pateroioettt-row 

An mtereating little meiamr of osa who was poor, yrt neb and 
gratefoL 

TVie Kot/L London Freemai 

A hook flm of ntfonnatfon, beaatifttlfy wntten* 

TkpJUad»$>M0Wtte London I 'Wee&nim, 

A memoir of one who ‘oas use^ i» life, patient in suflcnii^ iticl 
happy » death* 
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no MOTHEK. 

** Hon melaneholy ibiote dear cbUdm look * 

No marvel -they have no mother t ** 

« 

No mother* what is the lidport of these two worded 
No mother ! to guide the yoang tmvellers ovei^ life’s th^ray 
pathway to the home of the righteous. No mother ! to 
soothe childhood’s sorrows^ and hush its griefs to rest in 
her caressing arms. ]^o mother ! to guide that frai) young 
girl, just bursting into Womanhood; giving the needful 
counsel, and chocking the wayward fancies. No mother^ , 
to warn that young man steafing forth to his midnight 
companions, and load him to the Friend of sinful men. 
'W’hat a volume of sorrowfhl truth is comprised in that 
single sentence — No mother { Wa must go far down the 
hard imugh paths of life, and become inured to care and 
sorrow m their sternest forms, before we can fully under*- 
stand the moaning of those sad worda-<^JVh motAer * 

Look at that gentle boy> he has no mother; she went 
to the grave in his life’s first years*— he is in the home of 
strangers now, of those who have never known the lo>e of 
a parent’s heart \ they do not understand the child. The 
poor little follow has disease of the heart, and a mother 
could tell by the purple lips and bright red spot on the 
cheek, that he could not do his lesson to-day— he f^ls too 
ill— but he is told to ** go on, and keep up with his class, 
and nof to be naughty nor obstinate.” He tries, but the 
little heart beats fearfully — he fails — he is scolded — ho ’ 
cries bimselt to sleep with the name of ** mother ” on his 
dark parched Ups. « • 

No mother i look ; there stands a tall, thin, pale 
girl, her eyes are dim with treeping, she is tying on her 
bonnet, to walk to the cemetery^ to read a dear name^OQ a 
marble there. Sarah’s Aitber is ia a far-distant hud % his 
calling IS to do business in the great waters when he left 
his happy home, a loving wife and fair daughter were there, 

VOL, vwi. H 
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but a fatal disease came and laid the wife in the arras of 
death. • Sarah was taken to the home of relatives Tiho had 
a bonse fuU of spoiled, pelted rhildrcn, and she is expected to 
approve of all their hateful ways and manners ; the world 
deals hardly with her, and she is saying in the bitterness of 
her sonl, "Would that I could fly away to my mother.” 

Come with us to yonder white house — there sits Nena 
Ma\% clad in sable robes, with a letter on her lap , her face 
looks very anxious; listen, she s^aks: "Yes, he has 
told me often that he would give me a happ\ home once 
more; perhaps he would, but then—” "What then, 
Nenaf” "Well, George Arnott does not think with md 
in matters relating to eternity. Oh ! I wish my mother 
could apeak to me. Yet I think she would say, * Do not 
he rash and hasty, Nena.* Yes, I think she would tremble 
ft>r me, for George does not believe in my dead mother’s 
God, Bow I miss her now.'* Allow us, Nena, to take 
that mother’s place a moment, while we say, with alt 
earnestness, read your ^mother’s Bible and seek your 
mother’s God before you answer that letter, lest you miss 
your mother’s pathway and her present happy home. 
Remember, she lives and loves in HravBN. 

Mothers! Teachers! bear with the errors and failings 
of the motherless children cast in } our path; den] gently 
with thetn ; remetaber they have no mothers ; and that 
young girl, witK downcast eye and languid step, chide l»^r 
not, for a great sorrow comes down upon her soul like a 
•heavy burden when she sees a mother’s loving ways with 
other dear children— let rot the cap of h^r sorrow he made 
to run over by the harshness of ;onr heaHag or yotir 
unsymp&hising coldness. Is she heedless or careless? 
Remember, oh remember, she has no mother — try to gain 
her confidence, to win her tore. You may leave children 
motherless some day ; with x\ e measure ye mete it may he 
measured to them— deal gently, tlca^ kiiuHy d^al toiingly 
with the dear children who are written Mothebluss. 



Ii3 


EARLY LESSONS FOR YOUNG JIOTH8fiS.--No* H. 

K 

An • infant should hy no means be kept in perpetpal 
motion ; iustoad^of being excited, it needy more than an;^* 
thing at this ejirly period to be tranquillised. Qtute con* 
tmiy to tins, some mothers accustom a child of a few days 
old to be carried about, rocked, and tiotted, and bqw Tcry 
soon will i) ich a child ncqinrc a habit of nneasiniss and 
crung, ii there is any di\iatiou iiom the wav in whicli it 
lias been previously managed* If you accustom it to a * 
light during the night, nud tor any reason the light is 
extinguished, it will set up a loud cry as if it were in pain; 
ii it IS nursed at irregular peiiods, ii will iusist ou ha>iag 
food whenever it demands, as if it were alieady determined 
to rule* A child under six weeks of ngc should be nursed 
as often as once in two or three buuis^ alter that period, 
once in four hours. If tbi'^ metliod of perfect regularity^ iu 
sleeping and nursing be xnbiated on, it will sa^c an untold 
amount of time and trouble iu the eud to the mother and 
child , even down to old age it will be the better fpr iL 

It for any reason the habeas regular nap has been broken 
in upon, no pains the following day should be spar^j^d to 
keep it asleep. If it is resolved to wake up, the mother 
should be the more resolute that it should be keptlisleep. 
The question is often asked, how eaily the discipline of a 
child should begin ? — precisely here^ in the tpatter of eating , 
and drinking. The mother must always show that she 
has the strongest ^ili, and show that she has authority and 
intends to exercise it on aU proper occasions — we givq one 
example how this may be done. 

When a child first begins to nestle and worry, and throw 
up its little arms when it^ ought' to sleep on, the mother 
should lay her hand upon them gently but firmly,* and 
with a soothing lullaby entice it to sleep on; ibis course, 
perscveiingly pursued, will almost iutariably induce long 
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naps. ^ Some motb;^is and tiuises the momnit a child 
begins to nestle in the cradle, take It np instantly ; it should 
be allofccd to tvake up of itself^ and He for a little time, 
whilst }ruplay and langli \iith it. This ill promote a 
Vheerful, happy disposition. 


lUUV^S COMPLAINT TO MOTHEK. 

Oh ’ mother, dear iiiotler, no wonder I cry , 

Moie wonder by far that youi baby don't die. 

No mutter wlial nils mt* — no matf< r whu'b hero — 

No matter liow hungry the **p<»or Utrle dear’^— 

No matter U lull, or all out ot buiilh — 

Sho iroU me, and trot» me, and tJot% me to death ! 

I love my de«i nuive, hut f dread that great knee j 
1 like all her talk, but, woe unto me ! 

She ciiw’t he contented with talking *“0 prettj, 

And wat'huig. ami d nubbin and doiiii* hei duty. 

And that’s all very well- can In at ^oap and water; 
But, mot lie r, she is an autherafn! trotter! 

Pret,tv Ittdie#*, I want to look at jour facts; 
pretty cap, pierty tire — lot lue »ct' how it blazes ! 

How can I, luy head going bihity-bob 
And she trot^ me the haidor the biirder I iH>h. 

Oh ! mother, tlo st(jp In r. Pm unrarfl/i/ non ! 

1 hiccup and cry, and she trots me the moie, 

And talks nbout ** w iud '' when ’tts sfte niakt b nio ache ' 
AVihlt ^twonhl blow her away ioi jmer hnhj't* sake! 
^Ihank goodness, I'm still, oh, hlcbsed, be tjmt! 

Pw glad my dear mother is willing tonry it. 
Ofjoolish oldt customs my mothex’s no lover ; 

And tlm wisdom of this she can never di^covtT. 

I'Jl rest me awhile, and just look about, 

And laugh up at who peeps in and out; 

And pick II]) some iiotioiib soon as I can, 

To Hll mj small noddle belbre Pm a man. 

Oh, dtfti* ! i-e that ^he? Is she coming so ^soon ! 

She’b biinging mj dinner, with tea-cup and spoon ; 
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She’ll hold me with one huod^ in t’other tte 
And a>4 feat os it*o dovi n »be’]l just »hake it up. * 

And tliumpety-thump, \^uh the ^rPoiitest delight, 

Her heel is still going from morning to night ^ 

An over the liotiee you mdy hear it, Tm bure, 

7'rot troitiriQ, J thiuh wliat I’m doomed to endure J 

Bvwy. 


A PAPER FOR Oril FRIENDS WHO OONDtJCT 
MATERNAL MEETINGS. 

DID MLn PB/VY ton 00 tt MLUirvi. Slim NTS? 

A YOT Nu Tnedicftl nmn one day abked a molhcr— “ Did 
} 0 u €\er know any one \%lio [irayeil lor our medirnl stu- 
dents ^ ” The lady rejdied, “ I have ktionn many mothers 
who have piaycd in privah, and at our Maternal Asso- 
ciations, for mir young men.” Tins aoswer would not 
satisfy. He repeated — ** JJo you know one penon who 
prays partiiularly for medical sludenls/^* The itiOnd 
was utleily unable to aiiswoi iii the afhrniative, and lephed. 
You Im^e given me a new thought, and one thing I will 
promise— that I will try to iiiteiest some (\celleilt women 
wlio will not easily forget to pray for join frateruUy.*^ 
Mothers t allow ns to ask, ‘•Do tiiey not need prayer?” 
How constantly arc these young men exposed tp tl»c 
inducuce of those who have embiaced infidelity and 
materialism? who, by a train of plaiuihle reasouitig, will 
endeavour to make them believe that the known laws of* 
nature and organisation are sufficient to account foi th< 
whole phenomena of human nature whbpnt requijjne; the 
aid of revelation, and, in many instances, in direct contru- 
(lictioii to it*^ How many of these young men aie 
unacquainted with the triumphant answers that may le 
given to the sopliistries of tliese wise scoffeisf Meq me 
still willing, yea, more willing (notwithstanding all wc 
hear of inherent good in hum.iu natuie) to gather e\il 
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fruit instead of good from tbe tree of knowledge. But is 
it not important — ue/y iuiportaut — that the class of men 
who are eu^r found iu all our home circles should be not 
o/dy moral, but believing and religious incn? When we 
j:neet them in the chuiabcrs of the .sick and dying, do we 
not ftH'l tlic immense influence they have ? How does the 
sufl’criiig bring the pii}MciAu is called to relieve, hang with 
avidity on the words which fail from liis lips I And do v\e 
not nil crowd around him to observe the look, or hear the 
word, that will cause the wliolc family to hope or despair! 
Asa lueshcn^cr of joy or d( ith he exercises, in the donustie 
ciiclc, an uluiost uuhouudcd power. 

Does the niedie.il man fulfli hib mission assign^'d him by 
Providence, who luniU himself to the ineie c\eicis»e of his 
])rofession, and giv<.s no thought to the ii.muitai soul, 
leadv, perhaps, to depart out of the body? And when 
death has acconiplushcd its terrible vvuik,»vvhat has the 
sceptical or niauiiuhst phjsiciau to say to those who vveej> 
for their dead, and have, perhaps, up to the hist hour, been 
blinded by commou-pluco woids of eiicouragcmcut ? Surely 
the medical man who approaches the couch of suffciing 
without hope oi belief in a life to come, can fulfil but half 
his workj even his scicuee, however enlightened, will 
pinetinies fail him ; for ihete are sufferings which cau be 
cuied only by sympathy of soul. Too often physical 
Bulfenug is caused by secret auguisb of mind — a rendiug 
of the heart which sen nee cuunot probe nor cure. And 
where, iu sucli eases, the learned practitioner is in the 
dark, or sees only' pliysical or moral •phenomena which 
attract his observation without touching his conscience or 
his heart, the Christian physician at once understands the 
feeling, and often, by a few words of gentle advice or of 
sympathy, docs more gopd than all tlie resources of science 
could accomplish, and thus he aids the inmister of Jesus. 
Possessing the secret of the wonderful resources of nature, 
he Cviti sotteu the first intimation of danger with expres- 
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sions of lingering hope, and tiius prepare the way for him 
who comes, in the name of his Master, with the bfessed 
words of faith, that death has no sting for the soul found 
washed in the blood of the Lamb. And when the sufferer 
is returning to liealth again, how does the pious physician 
talk to the convalescent of Him who alone has power to 
speak the healing word, and who holds the keys of death 
and the grave. What a blessing to the household is sucA 
a friend, wiio can soothe bodily suffering, and help the 
spiritual progress of the mind ; a friend whose influence 
reaches all periods of life; a comfort to the aged* tottering 
towards the grave, and to the child and the youth smiling 
in life. Mothers I will you not pray for medical students f 

Now, let us look at two of these professional men. 
There stands one by your prodigal boy, who is dying in a 
far-distant land ; he knows the youth die, yet he is 
talking to liirn years to come ; he knows his hours are 
few, yet is he bidding him hope to enjoy the world’s 
pleasure. Tlie \ouih ventures to speak of the Bible, and 
of things heard in his childhood's borne relaltt|g to eternity. 
The sceptical doctor curls his lip, and sneerin^^y says, 
“He does not believe in such bugbears; they are for priests, 
old wotiieu, and fools, to frighten the ignorant.” The 
dying voiith hopes he is right, and tries to send away alU 
the pious recollections that will force themselves upon him. 
The doctor succeeds ; the youth dies, wondering how he 
could be such a' fool «'is to frighten himself with the thought 
of a judginent to come! He takes a step in the dark, and 
into the dark — a step he never can retrace; he waits in 
eternity to reprove his doctor, and curse* the hour when 
they met — the hour when he laughed at the Christian's 
hope, and imbibed the infidel views of his medical man I 
Mothers ! will you not pray tor medical students? 

Let us look at another last scene. That young man, 
fading away in the tent yonder, left his home last year for 
the laud of gold. Ail his bright visions are fled, and he 

II J 
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lies> paie and trernbUiig, breathing out bis life among 
strangers. But a Dr. Hope staiid.s by his bed; he is a 
skilful healer, and he plies the secrets of nature, which he 
has gatijered up into his art, till he iiiids all human aid is 
- vain-- his patient must die ! AVliat does he now ? Well — 
he speaks words of consolation ; iic points the young 
sulferer to the world where sickness and death cannot 
enter ; he tells the youth of the great Pliysician, who alone 
CH 14 iu'ul diseases of the soul ; he hints, gently juid tenderly^ 
that he must make haste, and not delay to seek a guide lor 
the dark valley, as he must soon enter there. The young 
man listens anxiously, till he is led to utter the publican's 
prayer ; he asks his friend to write and tell his mother 
that, “although he sinks into a stranger’s grave, far away 
from his happy home, he has a hope i>f meeting heir in the 
land where all leans are diied, in the home of the 
rigliteous/’ 

Oh ! can we tell where our sons will wander and die ? Do 
we not wish that some Dr. Hope may stand l)y them ? Then, 
let us pray for our medical students. Do we really believe in 
the efticacy and power of prayer? We t/iui/e we do, we say 
we do ; tut, alas ! do we not often ad as though prayer had 
no more to do with our happiness, or the happiness of 
.others, than the sacrifice offered to liealhen gods? x\nd 
are we not sffjish in our prayers, rememhering only those 
who are dear to us, forgetting those with whom our children 
may mix in future life ? Let us bear iu mind our young 
men— those who are on the mighty waters, as well as those 
on land — and let us be more than ever solicitous to send our 
sans fortli into the world good theologians, that they may 
be able to cope with the sceptic and the infidel ; and then 
follow them with our prayers, that they may be useful in 
the daily walks of life — a blessing to society, and at lengUi 
attain that high abode, where they will be the companions 
ofangeU, of the just made perfect, and of man’s Uedeemer. 
Do not forget our medical students. 
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A MOTHER’S REGRET COMING TOO LATE, 

« {^Omeludedjiom 102,) 

** Oh, Mrs. Manlcv, you are "ver} kind to come in to bee* 
me,” ^nid thp dying Sail} , “I am suie I don't deserve 
any kindness from you, bat oh, 1 am so uniiappy, and they 
say I must die, and I am not read}, Wluit bhail I do ” 

A fit of coughing followed this bolemu question, and the 
suilerci lay some time in silent anguish. I must sny to 
you, my poor girl,” lejdied Mrs. Maule}, “ what the apostle 
said to the gaoler, ' Helieve on the Lord Jesus Christ.’’* 

Yci, >eb,” chimed in the mother, “do listen to our kind 
neighbour, I only wish you had taken her advice lung 
ago.” Mother^” said the dying girl, gasping between 
every sentence, “ motlier * if 1 had gone regularly to the 
Sunday sell ool, and not staved ut home to help you got 
Sunday’s dinner, I mitrht have bten happy now, but you 
know }ou (|uite scolded Mis^i Sidney for coming to ask me 
to attend better. And then, mother, yon remember liow 
sweetly she told me the consequences of iny being (iut every 
evening ; but you ouly laughed and said, I must have a 
little pleasure. My conscience told me all the time my 
teacher was right, only yoor laugh settled me to go on iif 
the same bad way. Ab! mother, you see 1 liked yexL to 
uphold me in my wrong doings , hot now, mother, I must 
die, and I can’t die— no, I can’t die — I am not ready, and , 
1 can’t pray nor read. Oh! what shall 1 do? That text 
1 learned at school is always in my head, *The wicked is 
driven away in liis wickedness.’ I am dKveri awa^, for I 
don’t want to go ; 1 am driven — yes, 1 am. Ob, it is bard 
to die so young, and when life looks pleasant. Oh, 1 am 
very miserable, very, very.” 

** My dear girl,” said the pious neighbour, taking *the 
thin transparent hand in hers, ** 1 have seen, in uny time, 
many fair young thing glad to go away from this world 
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of sin^and 'sorrow to tlie land where the bright angels and 
all the righteous dneil; and if you had lived and served 
the blessed Saviour, you would not think it so hard to die as 
you say. Do try to look to Jesus, who came to save 
'ftiniuTs and ask Uim to make }ou ready to li\e with Him 
in Paradise.** “ Ah, I <jan*t, Mrs. Manley, I can’t — I don’t 
know how.” “ Well, let me tell you a little prayer I used 
to say when a wee bit of a girl ; 1 did not then seem to 
know exactly what it meant, bat I could never go to sleep 
without saying, * 0 Lord, grant me thy sahation,* and it 
has often been my prayer since I have known the value of 
that salvation ; and you can ]>ray this prayer, nud the 
publican’s prayer, ‘ God be merciful to me a sinner.* Aud 
I trust He will help you by Ilis Spirit to cast yourself 
upon the Saviour, saying words like the beautiful hymn— 

^ Nothing ill my hands I bring, 

Simply (0 thy cross I cling.* ** 

” I cannot, Mrs. Manley, I cannot.*’ “Oh do try,” 
responded the mother ; “ it will kill me if you don’t try 
to pray, my poor dear Sally ; and I feel too, that I helped 
to bring tliis dreadful sorrow upon you, by not training you 
up as the Bible tells us,” “Mother! mother! don’t 
vulk so— don’t cry so. Oh, my dreadful cough is coming. 
Oh! oh! mother! mother,” The cough did come, and 
bursting one of the delicate vessels on the lungs, the un- 
happy girl struggled in the arms of death. 

A short time before she breathed her last, calling her 
mother she said, in broken accents, “Mother, Mary is 
only sii: years old— don’t, oh don’t let her go out in the 
evenings when she grows up— as I did— but let her go to 
the Sunday school ^onttanihj ; not now and then only, as 
I did. Oh, I should be* glad now to be able to think I was 

going to be happy ; but I am afraid, I am ” The last 

word had been spoken^the spirit had departed— eternity 
had opened its gates for the trembling Sally to enter. 
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With agony did the mother sec the dust cast 6n her sunny 
brow — feaifuliy did she think of meeting her neglected 
daughter before the great white throne. Mother ! think of 
her sorrow^ and avoid the consequences of such training. 


“I NEVER KEPT MY UUS^ND WATTING." 

How much of moment is conveyed in these words» 
“ 1 nc\cr kept iny husband waiting.'* iftow much of life 
is lost by the lost minutes ; how much of happiness by 
not being ready to enjoy it , how much of prosperity by 
being “fi\e minutes too late.'* We heard these words 
uttered by a lady whose decision of character^ whose readi- 
ness for duty, and whose prompt performance of it, gave 
us an assurance that whatever there might be of adverse 
iortunc in her husband’s future life, he could always rely 
upon the helpmeet God had given him* There was an 
energy in her tone of loice, a fire in her eye, a beautiful 
smile in her look, that told she kneu a wife’s duty and 
would perform it. 

We shall not soon forget that event ; wc shatt hear in 
mind the future of that couple, and we venture to say that 
darkness or despair can ne\cr drive happiness from that 
home so long as thut God-spirit icigns there, for it was the 
voice of a true woman’s heart that spoke, and that ‘was a 
God-spirit. If every wife could but thus sjieak and act, 
how rapidly would the world advance I How many hus- 
bands liaie been ruined by waiting precious moments of 
time too in the life of a business-man^ and the never ready 
wife has step by step broken down the characteristic* promp- 
titude of many a husband, and with it his energies, until 
nun came upon his business and wretchedness entered his 
home. Would the wife wish peace of mind and blessings 
at home, flowing from the prosperity of the husband,* let 
her constant aim be to be able to say, 1 never kept my 
husband waiting.” 
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HOUSEHOLD PAGE. 

ONE 114PFY llEAItT. 

Havp you made one happy heart to-day ? How calmly 
you can seek your pillow ; how sweetly sleep ! In all this 
world there is nothing <o sweet as gi>ing comfort to the 
distressed, as getting a sun-ray into a gloomy heait. 
Children of sorrow meet us whciev'er we turn , there is not 
a moment that tears are not shed and sighs uttered. Yet, 
how many of those sighs ar^ caused by our own thought- 
lessness ! How many a daugntcr wrings the soul of a fond 
mother, by acts of mikiarlncss and ingratitude I Ilow 
many husbands, by one little word, make a wimle day of 
sad hours and unkind thoughts ! How many wives 
estrange and embitter loving hearts ! How' many brothers 
and sisters meet but to vex and injure tacli other, making 
wounds that no human art can heal! Ah! if each one 
worked upon this ma\im, ** Day by day stri\e to make 
some heart happy/’ jealousy, revenge, hale, with their 
kindred evil associates, would for c'lcr Kmvi the caith 


’ I WISH I KNEW WIIAT WAS THE WILL OF 
GOD.-‘No. II. 

Last month we were afraid our paper would be too lung 
for busy mothers, if we told what Mrs. Parker was looking 
ior, to guide her how to act lu tiie settlement of her little 
boy. But the truth was, many ditticulties had come — 
come all at once* upon her, and circumstances compelled 
her to decide one way or other, and she could not make up 
her mind ; and instead of setting resolntely to work, she 
stood stilly and b^an to wish she knew what was the will 
of God. Now, the will of God may be learned from ILs 
Providence as well as His Word. As in the case of hlrs. 
Parker, she had long been very anxious about her little 
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boj» had passed many sleepless nights on his accotiut, (all ! 
how few ehildren know the many sorrows they have given 
their })Oor mothers and had made it a matter of deep 
and fervent prayer to God that a situation might be foui\d 
for him, where he uould be comfortable, and preserved 
from the many dangers to whioii ho would be exposed. 
The time was now come; a situation was offered; and the 
answer to her many praters brought all this perjilexity 
along with it. iShe never dreamt of all this, but >ainly 
thought her^way was to be made as plain as a pike-^taff ; ^ 
and tliere is great reason to believe that many 'Christians 
would be as much perplexed at the answer of their prayers. 

There has been an earnest longing and fervent prayer 
putfoith, that God would be pleased to revive Ills work in 
our midst, and bring sinners to repentance; the prayer is 
answered, and one and another come inquiring their way 
to Zion with their faces thitherward ; but we never antici- 
pated the load of cares which would arise from the doubts 
uiul fears, the griefs and troubles, in which we are called to 
participate ; c r wc hat'e prayed earnestly for greater 
luirnility, and more holy conformity to the mincf and will 
of God, and an answer has come by a breach upon our 
domestic mercies — the lo^ed little one is taken away frouj^ 
our embrace. Oh! how little we thought that our humility 
and conformity to God was to be brought about by ^ these 
deep searchings of heart ; if we had, should we have prayed 
so fervently ? liow truly the language of our Saviour may ' 
be applied, Ye kpow not what ye ask.** 

In the case of Mrs. Parker, her first infjuiry shoujd have 
been, is the family into which my son is going a pious 
family ? Will they be kind to him, and careful of hia 
Christian character? Does the situation promise those 
advantages for which 1 have been looking ? Will it in any 
way intesrfare with the sacred duties of the Sabbath ? If 
these questions ;. 2 ui oe answered satisfactorily, the objections 
of the pain of separation, great distance, dangers, and the 
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ouglit not to be allowed to interfere ; but receiving it 
as an answer to prayer, decide at once to let him go, and 
set resolutely to work. 

. It is readily admitted that there is mUch in such a case 
to perplex and trouble auxious mothers, and so there is m 
all the great turning-points of life. These ore the testing 
times, when firmness and decidion of character are necessary. 
It must also be admitted that the dangers to which a youth 
IS exposed on leaving the parental roof, and going out into 
the world, arc many and great. Yet it seems p part of the 
l)i\iQC economy, and, taken as a if hole, is more beneficial 
to the youth than always slaying at home ; and provided 
he has been properly brought up, and the great principles 
of religion stored in his heart, there is but Utile real danger. 
But take care, mothers, of over-indulgence-»-of yielding to 
the wishes of your childreu in everything. Make them 
acquainted with a firm and wholesome discipline. Teach 
them a willing, but implicit submission ; they willlove you 
more, and upon better principles, and be more fitted for 
the tugs and roughs of life. May the Lord give }ou 
undersCaUdiag in these things. M. B. 


SYMPATHY WITH CHILDREN, 
lb you wish to advance tlic happiness and welfitire of 
your children, try to enter into their feelings and wishes. 

' It may seem to you that they have a& they need, while yet 
there is an unsatisfied yearning aftei^ something, or a 
sorrow pressing on the spirit. You may not be able to 
satisfy that want, but do not throw it aside as imworthy of 
notice ; try to understand bow the child feels, and sympa- 
thise with him. The cause of bis sorrow may be a veiy 
trifle in your estimation, but do not deepen tiie wound by 
treating it lightly ; remember that that trifle may seem to 
the child as important as the trial you felt so severely. 
Descend to trifles, in order to increase the happiness of 
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your children^ Yqii must not then^ to ^regard 

ttiatters jubt as you 4o# Vou mast compamonate ^ir 
vreakness, aud c\en in frustrating thair wislias show that 
>oii regard their freluigs» and do not ^rilhogljr pAnJ 
T]us IS the way to gain their eonfidence. Ydu. eafinot* 
expect that they wil} freely tell you thdr hopes and frars» 
joys and sorrows, if you do hot appreciate thenau^ You 
must not rudely force open the secret recesses of the faeatt/ 
You should open their hearts by manifrsting a tender 
interest m eierytlungy howercr triflings that gives them 
pleasure or paln« 

By Unis winning their confidencsi you may do an incal- 
culable amount of good. You may lighten the sorrow of 
the youthful heart, you may teach them to lay aside 
needless fears | you may deepen religious irnpresshms , 
you may cherish the faint desire afrer good; you may 
remove didicultics from the awakened conscience; you 
may detect the evil which else m^ht have spread to a 
fearful extent ; you may see m what particular way the 
}outh IS likely to err, and wain accordingly, you lUay 
uach him to see the Divine goodness in every jnnoeeht 
enjoyment. This^ too, is the way to secure the grateful 
affection of your children. Xbe kindness which studies 
our wishes, and adapts itself to our peculiar case, is fAi^ 
and vahied. It we growp people coltivate4 this sympathy 
between ourselves, how much more pleasant and profttabU 
our iuteiconrse would be. Our very failings would become 
bands of nnioo, instead of causes of estrangement. A spint 
of caudoiur and Kfudueas would help to prevent aud 
remove little npp^eiiapud^^ which ansa** • E. 


BUSY FATHERS.— No. V. 

It is early momh;^^ gtoup of smBiAg, happy children 
are walking hand-h>-hand to their father’s study ; be has 
been there for some tune pi^eparing for them, and now 





they coter and take theiir ae^ta atomjiti that godly fatbeir’s 
stifdy-ofaair. mf dealr children^ wbat texts 

baveyOi^ for nte tbiaitioirmRgf ** Mine * Suffer little 
obildren/ papa/* aoid^ee»e* 'Lora one another/** 

«aiud Henry, **111110, *800 Aat ye fell uot out by the 
way/** said durlea, **Teiy good; now, then, I must 
talk toyonrlittitoabot^ aaeh of your teats, 1 a^pp(lse/* 
'* Please^ pa/* iPbea the bright eyes glisten, while the busy 
father gives each a word of ooans<d for the day^ taking 
them to the cross : then the general direction is given for 
the day's studies, and, commending them to the care of the 
Father who is in ll«a\cn, they all begin the day happily. 

This busy father has numerous engagements in his pro- 
fession eveiy day, and is obliged to portion out all its 
hours; but is not too busy to find time for converse with his 
chddren-^not too busy to care for his servants — not too 
busy to aid his wife in the arrangement of femily matters 
— not too busy to attend to the poor<^not too busy to care 
for the world — not too busy to work in the vineyard of 
his Lord. His house is always in order, as be says he 
never feels sure at what day or hour the Master may come 
and caU for him. He has seen many a busy father called 
aw^ay from the World’s bustle, utterly unprepared to enter 
on the rest of heaven ; they were too busy to g;ivc a thought 
to eternity while Ufe and health were given, and when time 
with them came toa close, they e^tclaimed, ** It is too late/* 
Busy father! shsSl it be so with you? Busy mother! 
with }ou ? 

A BAY WH'TttE COmOEIl*S WIFE A^fD 
HBB 

wtriHo a 

** 1 wiu* wipe Jerusalem a$ a man wipeth a dish, wiping 
it end turning st upside dosru/* 2 Kis^a nu 134 Vhat 
au image of comidete emptying;; not osdy emptied but 
Jkaf»iped out, uot only wiped but turned upside down. Jeru- 



meotiA ‘ ^ tSS^ 

soleiB waft • ptouAi stsaag Ml of «!ilek«ine$s ; M 
when the liord «roM agutietit, ilwttt ptnMfewjW ^ 1 ) 
;ou emptjv wipe .oat;, and turn f^de dtnmu Tfainh, 
oottaga-motbei', as jok iri^ oot ftut duih. h jmr hopee 
Aill of widcedam Agunettheloi^ ; if ik pm are 
danger of iU bring emptied of oil things pleoam^ oeeti. M 
fhr empty diA po« h^ hi poor han^ «d]lnglt oat u«tO 
nothing is left therein, 

tOb tosT tionsY. 

'• Either what woman bating ten pieces rf silter, if 
los.c one piece, doth not light a osndde, and sweep the honse^ 
and seek diligently till she find it ? And when she hsfti 
found it, she caOeth her friends and neighbonrs together, 
saying, * ftejoiee with me, for I hate Ibttnd the piece which 
1 bad lost.’ likewise, I wy nnto you, there is joy in the 
presenoo of the luigels of God over one sinner that 
repeiiteth.” Luke at. Cottage-mother, this needs not 
application j you are poor, you know bow anaioudy yon 
wouid search tor a lost shilling, but if eM*r yon are tretp* 
bling with the ansiousfear, “willJesns reeeiTe a linnef 
such as me?” — take home to your heart this Iwson of 
comfort. “Would you pick up your lost money if ^on 
saw it?”. “Oh! yes, with what joy!** '’Will 
receive you if yon come to UUn? ’* “Oht yes, with whft* 
joy ! *’ Re has be*i looking tfor you. do came from 
luaven to seek and to saie that which was lost. **11101 
that cOmeth unto me I will in no wise cast out”* • 

TAjLKim sfifoiK emttmm. 

Lime childlr« hat* sbai^ end tart, and oadklly 
pay close attentkw to the emrversation of older persons. 
A lady ones'- raoserkeds in the penseene of * nom^ of 
swan children, “ IS If arh^** (myoong woman hqarffiegf in 
'icr house,) “reedvM enothW hitter from done G«jy, I 
mean to open it; for I believe She writes to Marip about 
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a person from whom 1 don’t her to hear/’ In a few 
momeiiitt, Lttle chubby ‘‘Bub/* a$ Mrs. II/s youngvbt was 
called^ crept like a mouse up to Maria’s room, and 
whispered soitly to herj Mother sa)s if you have another 
• letter ironi Jane Gi^y, she is going to open it lieforc you 
get it/’ ” Is she?” said Maria, calmly; **go aud ask 
your mother, Bub, K6w u the to Inow when a letter is trom 
Jane before she opens it? She don't Voow her hand- 
writing from that of the othar girls who write to me. I 
can’t distinguish betw^n them myself.” 

Away went Bub, utterly fergetlng that he not wish 
his mother to know that he had been tale-bearer, and, 
leasing e%ery dooi open behind him in his haste to do his 
eirand, he said, in tones so loud that Maria heaid every 
word, “ Motheri Marm wants to know how you are going 
to know when a letter oomea fiom Jane Gray, before }ou 
open It “ What do you say, child?” excl limed the 
astonished mother* The boy repeated his message. ” You 
naughty, good-for-nothing httlo fcllou,” cried the angry and 
sorely moi tided woman, “how dare you go and tell Maiia 
what I said ?” Maiia heard no more, but laughing until 
she idmoet cried» dbe Sed to her chamber* Now, would *it 
not he better for e^erj^body to mind his or her own 
4’lll^siness ? If there are those who cannot help prying into 
the matters of other {leogle, let them take care not to tell 
all their plans m the presence of little diildren. 


/goi6 lovets? a cnmmvh sivm 

“ What shall I render tbee, Bather supreme, 

For thy rich glfiSy and this the best of all?" 

Said tl^ young ?nor|ier^ at foaUiy watched 
Her sleeping, l^be^ There was an answeripg voko 
'l^hat night tU dreams ;-4 

Thou liast a tender floWer 
Upon thy breast, fed with the dews of love ; 
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Lond me that flower — meh flowere ^bei^e we in heaven* 
But there wa 9 silence Yeoi a hn^h so deep^ ^ 
Ihcatlde^s, and terror^stri^en, that the life 
Blanched w its trance* 

« Thou hast a Httle harp^ 

Ilcw eiKcetly wouid it4wall the angel's hymn I 
lield me that harp,'* 

There rose a shuddering soh# 

As if the bOsoOt b}* some hidden sword 
os cleft m twaht. 

11111111 eaine»-<Hi blight had fbutid 
The crimson \ el Vet of the imfolding bud , 

The harp-strings rang a ihriUiiiit strain andl broke 

And the young mother lay upon the earth 

In cbildkss agony. Again the voice 

Th<it stirred her vision spoke, ** He who asked of thee 

Loveth a cheerful giver/^ So sl»e raised 

H( r gushing e}es^ and ere the tear-drop dried 

Ufion Its fiinges^ smiled. And that meek smile, 

Like Abraham's faith, was counted righteousness,^ 

L, H. S* 


FBAOBIENTS FOB SFABE HOM£l(^S. 

CBttrsfe ptovens. 

Many of these hew a fesenblanee to oar Beriptore 
proverbs; for «xaipp|U :'*<*" The gem OMuiot be pohitbed 
«itliont fricUoD, nor man perfected without trials ; ” sec 
Ueb xii. 10, 11. — ^‘'What is whispered in the eer is often 
heard a hundred miles off;” Lobe rui. 17.— **The 
tomrnt of en*^ ib like • gMid of tend' Jlp the e,e , ” 
Prov. xiv. 20.—-“ The dsrcll in the depths of the 
waters, and the esglea id Uto sidee of heaven ; bnt the 
one, though b^, may he readied by the arrow, and the 
other, though deep, by the fteoh ; hut the h^j^t of a tpan 
•at a foot distance cannot be knowh;'* Pror. xxv. ?. — 
“ A truly grave man never pnta away the simpfidty ef a 
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child Luke Kviji. 17.— **The man who combats himself 
will be happier than be who contends with others , ” 
Prov. XVI J2 They reprove undue care thus ^ *‘The life 
of a mail is not a hundred years, and yet he \cxeth himself 
* as if It were a thonsand.*' 


A BKOOM. 

Antony the many arncles 
Pvf got to store mv room, 

Tiiere*s one thing I ve forgot to buy, 
And that one thing^s a broom. 

I soon can hasten dou n the <itreet, 
Tlu household broom to gain , 
There n another sort of broom, 
Would I could that obtain ' 

Did 1 pOmess it, then Avith jo> 

1 oft would It display , — 

A broom to gather fnindship up, 
And sweep discord aaa} 


NOTICES OK BOOKS. 

7b JLdpe and ta be Laved Run and Read lAbrafy London 
Simpkin 

An mstrootlye Ule for young people. 

Beafrtre By Misa StNOi^Kia. London Simpkin 
tlw Ule M an antidoSe to a fiearmi moral poUwa » a peep into dark 
placas. 

Mhada CSftPbrd London* Wertheim. ^ 

A nice chat with a good mother.. ^ 

C^tiiaii 4dmc«Va Me Yonn^ By J. Kkok. JUmdOB . Nisbetl^ 
Improvmg both to the mind and the heart Present it to voai 
chiidrefi. 

tFeedf without KVbiccry • London Nisbet 
A nice iDompaniob ibr an offending child 

J%e Apaette Paad. London Freeman 
A cheap, and very valuable little volume 
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THE FATAL MISTAKE—No- V. 

" 1 was goiag to heaven, bat abo hindered me.'* 

THE DYINO CHILD 

The spring was putting on lier beautiful dress^ and tbc 
new ^oung leaves looked just varnished hj a perfect pencil, 
when little Patty came bounding into her home, cxclaimingi 

Take me, mother! take me! I am so frightened!*' — 

Wliat is the matter, child?’' asked Mrs. Armstrong, with 
a countenance of alarm. 1 was trying to gather a violet 
for you, when James Mountjoy threw a great atone at me 
foi disturbing his bird's nest ; but 1 did not do anything 
to tbc bird’s nest , I did not sec it. Oh dear, mother, he 
iiurt my bad side so — I feel very sick.” The mother 
removed the child’s dress to find out the injury, and while 
attempting to raise her to her lap little Patty fainted. 
Mrs. Armstrong was greatly alarmed, and soon caused her 
liusband and a medical man to be called. It was ascer- 
tamed that the child had received some internal injury, but 
no danger was apprehended. In a few da^s the little 
maiden got better, but the roses left her cheek and the frail 
body wasted 

Day by day the mother watched her little lily fading, 
aud listened to her words of hope, as she talked of another 
home and a finer and fairer countiy. *' Is teacher ^come, 
mother?” she asked one day* as she lay on her couch of 
suffering. " No, dear, but she will come soon, I dare say ” . 

Oh yes, mother^ I know she will, because she said so, and 
she always keeps her promises. I like her to sit here by 
me, and tell me about heaven. I shall not have any pain 
there, mother , shall I ? WiU you and father soon come 
there, too, motlier ? Shall I tell baby you are coming when 
I sec her ^ Oh ! I like that hymn so, about 

* That beautiful place He U gone to prepare.^ 

Can’t you sing it, mother!” ” I can,” said a sweet soft 

tOL. Till. I 



THE PASSIONATE FATHEB. 

** Greater is he who ruieth hia bplHt, than he who taketli a city.'* 
“CoMK hen*. Sir!” said a strong;, athletic maHi as be 
•seized a delicate-looking boj by the shoulder. " You’ve 
beeu ill the water again, Sir ! Ilav’nt I forbidden it V* 
“ Yes, father, but — ** ” No ‘ buts,’ hav’nt I forbidden it, 

eh “ Yes, Sir, I was — ” No reply. Sir and the 
blows fell like a hail*storm about the child’s head and 
shoulders. Not a tear started from llarry 's eye, but his face 
was deadly pale, and his lips firmly compressed, as he rose 
and looked at his father with an uitflinchiug eye. Go to 
your room. Sir, and stay there till yon are sent for. I’ll 
master that spirit of yours before you arc many days older ” 
Ten minutes after, Harry’s door opened, and his mother 
glided gently in. She was a fragile, gentle woman, with 
mournful blue eyes, and temples startlingly transparent. 
Laying her hand softly on Harry’s head, she stooped and 
kissed his forehead. The rock was touched, and the waters 
gushed forth. Dear mother !” said the weeping boy 
** Why didn't you tell your father that you plunged into 
the water to save the life of a playmate ?” Did be give 
me a chance ?” said Harry, springing to his feet with a 
(.flashing e}e. ** Didn’t he twice bid me to be silent.^ 
Mother, he’s a tyrant to you and to me f” ** llarry, he’s 
my husband and }our father !” Yes, and Tm soiry for 
it. What have 1 e\ er had but blows and harsh words ? 
Look at your pale cheeks and sunken eyes, mother ! It’s 
too bad, I say! He’s a tyrant, mother'” said the boy, 
with a«cIeDched*fist and set teeth ; ** and if it were not for 
yon, I would have been leagues off long ago. And there’s 
Nelly, too, poor sick child ! What good will all her medi- 
cine do her ? She trembles like a leaf when she hears his 
footsteps. I say 'tis brutal, mother.” ** Harry,” and a soft 
hand was laid on the impetuous boy’s lips, ** for my sake — ” 
** Well, ’tis only for your sake — yours and poor Nelly’s — or 
I should be on the somewhere ; anywhere but here.” 
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Late that ni^t Mary Lee at44e to her bojr’a l^^dside 
** God be thanked, he aleej^a!" she murmured, as she 
siiadcd her lamp from his faee* Thou Lueeliog at his bed- 
side, she pra>cd for patience and wisdom to bear uncom- 
plainingly the heavy cross under which her steps were' 
hLlteriiif ,*and then she prayed for her husband. No, no, not 
that said Harry, springing from his pillow, and throwing 
Ill's arms about her neck. 1 cau forgive him what he has 
done to rne, but 1 never will forgive him what be has made you 
suder. Don’t pray for him -at least, don’t let me hear it T* 

Mary Lec was too wise to cspostuiatc. IShe knew her 
boy was spait-sorc under the sense of recent injustice; so 
she lay down beside him, aud, resting her teaiful cheek 
against his, repeated, in a low, sweet voice, the story of the 
crucifiMoii. Father, iorgive them ; they know not what 
they do 1” fell upon his troubled cur lie jiddcd to the 
holy spell will/* he sobbed. "Motliei, jou arc an 

angtl, and if 1 c\er get to heaven, it will be your hand 
that has led me there.’* There was hurrying to and fro in 
Bobert Lee’s house that night* It was a heavy hand that 
dealt tliose angrj blows on that young head. The pas- 
sionate father’s repentance came too late — tame with the 
word that his boy must die I Be kind to her,** said 
Harry, as his head drooped on his mother’s shoulder ItT 
was a dearly -bought lesson! Beside that lileless corpse 
Robe rt Lee renewed his marriage vow , and now, when the 
hot blood of anger rises to his temples, and the hasty word 
'springs to his hp, t}ie pale face of the dead rises up between 
him and the offender, and an angel-voice whispers, Peace, 
be stdl I”— Fawny Fern. 

THE BOYS.— No. I* 

TUF BOV Tll\r SWOBE 

Young Richaru was a minister’s son, and a child oi 
many prayers From infancy he was taught to fear God. 
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Thcrc^was always a pleasant Sabbath air about his father's 
house, and one might almost as well expect to hear swear- 
ing in heaven as there. But one sad day Richard swore — 
,onc awful oath — his first and hiS last. The boys he was 
playing with swore >ery pften, and when he heard them 
iDany times he felt a desire to swear himself. But) bi ought 
up as he had been» he could not forget that Ood saw himj, 
and he trembled iit taking His name in \ain. Still, in the 
midst of bold, bad pla} mates and evil passions, he \ leldod 
to temptation, and hastily spoke the profane word. Alas ! 
he sinned knowingly and willingly^ and sorely was he 
punished for it. I do not know that his playmates noticed 
it, nor whether his lather heard and chastened him or not 
But his conscience and God knew it, and that was enough. 
Could }Ou liaM* seen him, }ou would liaAC thought he 
looked guilty and wretched indeed. He had lost his peace 
of mind : he was afraid to meet his parents ; but most of 
all he trembled lost God^ whom he had mocked, sliould 
give him over to Satan Though he was then only seven 
years old, and is now a grey-haired man, he has never 
Ibrgotteti the shame and sorrow of that day. Often has 
conscience renewed the remorse and tenor he then felt, and 
led him to cry to God ior pardon. We trust hi:* prayers 
will he heard ; hut even if so, how bitter Jiave been ihc 
fruits of that one sin which some think so small. Gieat, 
indeed, is the guilt of one that takes God's name in vain, 
and fearinl the risk he runs of being lost for ever with his 
wicked companions . 


THE GOSPEL BANNER. 


** Hw banner over me was love.** 

4 

PvarNTs! ponder this beautifully expressive emblem 
3Iothrr! father! does this banner float over your dwel- 
ling T Well, read it, and ascertain, if yon can. How many 
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iiitero^fiug associations arise before the mmd as thought 
1C curs <0 the various poiuti> it suggests !~ ’ « 

sugj^ests an Atmy^ 

. army of tb# IniHgCtotl, 

At Ills coninmtid \\c bow , 

Pttit ol tuc iiO'rt Iiivc (ro'^vd ihc iloody 
And j ait art tio now ' 

J Caplatn — 's, the Gicat ( A^itain of our baU itiOii 
Tills suggtsts Lfvaltt / — ‘ \ bide in mo ' ‘'He that con- 
ftb-ctli me 1 > 1 1 O' 1 , him will T (onff‘»> lu heaven;*' 
Dili tdhirss — ' Ln\e so amazing mi divine, ih mauds my 
bt)ul, I \ lit’, in> dl C «?//?/( Ci- - ‘ 1 i^lit the- good hgbt 
of fntli, ‘Quii vuu like inni, be stioiif*-/* Vuiory — 
' In all th(H 1 iM^s Bc uc rnoie than coaqu lois tliiongh 
Him who lov O'* , ' '* C loti id in white lolit and palms 
in their hands.” 

Ihis haniur floats in gr<uctiil «wml j:i u ou^ bids over 
each mdividnal belli ver — ‘'over me I bdiold it m 
jnoviduitial disjuensations , in ruhi ning merc^ tlnough 
Chubt, in gospel ploml^cb, m isbuiul tiiumphs, through 
hk, at (l< i(h, in lui rmf\ 

Jlut it IS \ innir ot Loif This is its nisei iption, seen 
m eveiv lobl, i the (meat (*’1 ]»vrhi's dcvtlopim iits untold, 
tills aricSts the ga/e, —“Love "fti tve ma\ he laisi^d 
vvtth tnnnlitv -with gruf with feai with apprehension, 
hiU iLotlinig is (iistuiguishcd. ‘'Love is thi bannei , it 
em express no other emotion. L^ve* in it«* l\mnder, 
Snjij'oiter, Prc&eiver, and gloiious Conqiicioi ' God i*t 

liOV c ' • 

Pious P'11 cuts ’ vou who have i uig I j tmi i Ivf j bine ith 
this banner, wlio lia\ t ae jcpitil Jt^us ai ^oui Greaf Captain, 
enrolled }0i i mnlcb among lli^ voluntiers, pujiarc^d to 
enter on tlic conliiit, to suMtcUii the struggle, to }Jtld only 
to tin coiiijiicring power oi death' — uiiiemhcr jour bant 
lur, and in the varied bcencs of life make prominent ibis 
precious piineipie, and illustiate }our motto— -the motto of 

I 2 
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your glorious lesder~" Dwell in love.*' Oh> could it be 
seen pervading every family — softetiiiig, clmstcnhig, sanc- 
tifying^ regulating husband and wife, parents and children, 
masters and servants — how' cheering would be our inter* 
<H>nr8e with each other I But, alas, awfully prevalent is 
the contrary spirit. But the spirit of Christ is lo^e ; and 
this only can fit for heaven. 

** This is the grace that li\ c<» and Mags 
When faith and hope shall : 

*Tj 8 this shall strike our ( hoi( etiiiius 
In ihc buu*t reuhns ol biibs/' 

J. O. V. 

DOES YOUll CHILD OBEY YOU, MOTHER? 

In passing a cottage-door one morning, I heard a woman, 
in a complaining tone of voice, say, Take the chil<1, then, 
do. Now, then, Hannah, I wfsk jou*d take the chdd.’* 
The door was open, and 1 saw a girl of about eight years 
old standing and indolently tapping with the back of an 
old spoon on the seat of a wooden chair. ** Ifnnnah, then, 
whf don't } 0 U take the child? I wish 1 could make you 
come and take it. 1 am tired to death, and all my washing’s 
to do.** The girl Saie to the door, and taking up an old 
knife, she began to cut a bit of stick. I shall tell father 
of you when he comes from his work, and you’ll see then!” 
The girl looked back into the house, and then threw down 
*the knife and stick and walked into the road. 

The action of the girl led me to imagine that she was 
the Hannsh whom the mother from withm was talking to, 
and, going up to her, I asked her name. “ They call me 
Hannah Jobhii.** Do you live ther^?” pointing to tlie 
bouse. “Yes.** “Isywr mother at home?” '‘Yes.’* 

Has she a baby ?** ” Yes.” These short answers were 

given without the smallest token of respect. 1 took the 
girl by the hand, and said, ** Come, go in with me.” She 





did n(»t seem irery wiQtegi bat as I led the my, she wss 
constirained to accompany me. ** 

I tapped at the Aw. The woman was sitting on a lotr 
stool by the firC; tiying to get the baby to sleeps wi((h a 
crosis and fretful countenance. The breakihat-^thini^ mre, 
all scattered about on the tables and chairs, nUi the whole 
appearance indicated little management or order She 
rose, and said in a fretful voice, Tm sorry, Sir, you're 
come when I’m so untidy. Make haste, Hannah, da, and 
put away the things ” Hannah only stood staring with 
the utmost indifference ^*Ob, dear me, you’re such a 
lass ’ Sit down on the stool, then, and take the baby ” 
Hannah vouchsafed to sit down, and, without making any 
attempt to take the baby, suffered her mother to put it on 
her lap, and she held it without any intention to nurse it* 
The troihet wiped a chair, and said, ** Pray, Sir, be seated, 
if you please ; do you want my husband •* No, to tell 
you the truth, I bad no other business than to bring your 
Hannah to take the baby.” She looked surprised t 
continued, should suppose you have some difficulty 
111 managing yoar children. Hannah does not seem at a]i 
obedient to her mother ” A continuation of the ^onversa- 
tion next month 


SARAH LOVEJOY.— No 1 . 

John AoNAMshad been marned to Sarah Lovejoy twelve 
months. John was a sober, industrious mechanic, a car- 
penter by trade, and biS steady habits bad giien him iarour 
iu the sight of his employers They always knew where 
to look for him, and learned by experience they could trust 
him, and had therefore determiMd to promote him the 
next vacancy. 

Let us here stop a bit, and notice a great mistake *iuto 
which many workmen fail, who try to persugde themselves~ 
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and it is only a trial — that little matters^ afi they call them, 
«pe not* noticed. For instance, they are every now and 
then behind time — a quarter of an hour is sometumB lost ; 
then there is a disposition to stand still, lean upon the toed 
imd talk — thus not only wasting their own time but that of 
others which, if rightly viewed, is as much a robbery as if 
they took money from the pocket of their emplojcis; it is 
who a Wronger test of moral principle. In the one case, a 
wholesome dread of the law of the land legulates the con- 
duct; but, in the other, the higher motive of doing as you 
would he done by leads to action Character is the poor 
nuin’s wc'dltb, and, like all other jiropcrty, it can only be 
attained by degree s, and to obtain it cf rtain sacrifices must 
be niailc ; but many are unwilling to make them, and this 
is then language “ Tliey have no idea of being so very 
paiticular; they are not going to deny themselves every 
pleasure just for the good of others, noi are the) disposed 
to be slaves ” 

Now win. I does all this mean? Why this. They are 
too idle 01 too indulgent to be up in time to conform with 
the regulations of the woiksKop; they will enjoy them- 
selves on* the race-course , they will go to the wake or the 
fair, to the neglect of their duties ; and laying the foundation 
pf their future miseries is with them to be free — and a 
sorry freedom it is-— a brutal enjoyment; and when the 
natural and inevitable results follow, everybody is to blame 
but themselves. It is truly marvellous to see how they 
^ cast about, in oidci to lay the fault upon others rather than 
themselves. They try to fancy that their poverty and 
wretchedness arise from the badness of the times, and a 
scarcity ol work ; whereas there is plenty of work, bad as 
the times are, for those who know how to do it well, and 
can be depended upon j|:o do it, — for it must be granted 
that there aie men willing to work, but who are such sorry 
workmen nobody will employ them. Such men must be 
left to fiud their own level. It will be found of character. 
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of other things, that it has its price, and who wish 
to possess it must pa) that price — there is no OtW najr to 
ohl^ it ; nor must it be fbrgottcn, that that which has^n 
the growth of years may be lost by a single indiscretion. 
What a friend of mine once «aid o£ money may certainty 
be said of character, “ it is sooner lost tlian won.*^ 

We strongly feel tint the obsenations we have been led 
thus incidentally to make are of vast importance to the 
labouring man. Lot him only respect himself, and deserve 
the esteem of othei^^, and ho will most assuredly enjoy it$ 
for the Script (ires saj, \Vhnt 80 c\er a man soweth that • 
shall he nLo n^ip, he that soweth to the flesh shall ot the 
flesh leap c^otruptioii , lie that soweth to the Spirit shall 
hf( everlasting.’* Mother, what are you sowing? 
|Thcie js a day coming when it will be made inauifcst, 
ileaven and hell are m the scale, which will be your 
portion ^ You don't know ! Can that be possible ^ 

M B. 


iin: iijiTnLun>’> bairn. 

W JM N a’ itlitr baiimcH a*i hiishid to th^ir hanic, 

By atint> oi coubin, or treeky grandame, 

W Ji I stands Isbt and lanel) , and sairly lorlairn T 
’Tis the pool dowie laddie — ^tfac miUierlebS balm. 

Thf miUierleSb bairme ctcop«t to hi» lane bed — » 

Nane covers liu (anld ho^k, nor haps his bare head; 
iiis wee hackit Lcehcb are liaid as the min ; 

And hthlcss the lair o' the imtherless bairn. 

• 

Aneath his cauld brow siccan dreams hover there, ^ 
O’ hands that used kindly to kaim his daik hair; 

But morning brings clutches a’ ncklcsa and stern, 
That lo’e iia the looks o’ the luuhcrlcss bairn. 

The sister, who song o’er his safft> -rocked bed, 

^ow rests in the mools where their inammie is laid ; 
'Vhile the father toils sair hw wee b.iniiock to earn. 
And kens na the wrangs o’ the nuiherless bairn. 



1^2' ' THOUGHTS TOUNO MOTHERS. 

Her ipMty i)M fMlsaed in tbe hour of liia birtb^ 

Stiff watches bis ione and lorn wandViagn on eai'tli ; 

' Recording in Ucnven tbe blest^ings they earn, 

*W'ha contblely Ucfii with tbo miiherless bairn. 

Oh ! speak him na barshty, bo trembles tbe while ; ' 

Jle bends to your biddiag'-^he bends to your sniile. 

In ibeirdark hoar of anguish the lieartless sball learn, 
That God deals tbe blow for tbe mitberlcss bairn. 

THOUGHTS FOR YOUNG MOTHERS. 

Jh the Editor of The Mothers' FrtetuU* 

1>KVB Madam,— 1 doubt not but there are many mothers 
who can ill aAbrd to buj toys for tlmir little ones. They would 
like to see them happily amused, but scarcely know what to 
give them fur that purpose f I should like to help them by a few 
words on baby's playthings. The first and almost indispensable 
toy is tbe ralHe. How delighted the infant h, as soon us it can 
hmidle, to shake it to and fro, apparently delighted with tbe 
musical noise which it makes. W hen it tM^gins to mo\ e about on 
the floor, a soft ball made with rags ivill please very much. We 
will suppose baby is a year old ^ he may now ha\c a few more 
things to amuse him. Save your empty reels, mother, and sot 
theiiibefo 'e your little one; watch, und you will see tbe tiny fingers 
set tlicni first in one place, and then in another, pieoscd enough 
ut the quantity he has. Show him that they can be placed owe 
tibovo the other, and so form (what I used to tell my boy) a 
ebimney ; soon he will build one quite alone, and wlien he can 
talk a little will ask you to look at what he has done. They 
may be formed into a circle on a chair or table, and sometimes 
strung on a string. 

But 1 dare say lie will bceome tired with his reels, and then 
an old box, witba hole in it for the string to pass through, wdil 
medee sotoething like a cart, which he can with bis play- 
tbtngsand draw after him. If you have not a box, ask 3'our 
grocer to be kind enough to an empty cigar*bcrx, which 
will do very well ibr that purpose. A few pieces of wood saved 
w*oiild teach him to form many pretty Uimgs; a Httle bouse 
milfht Im formed with them. 

Large letters cut out of haudbiUs, and pasted on something 
proold teach him bis letters. He will soon 6nd round 0 ,,^ 
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P for PuddiB^Pi and M ior Mother. Vfhm you timei 
a little to ^ otir child ahont the things atoimd hfai. Hdl him 
htb ret lb are made of vood ; that they are rotind, smooth, arbite, 
or black, aiul maybe lie aiil ask^iidiaade them; toll hnn,*and 
then tk of the great God aho made him, the eusi tiie sk} 
the Howf re, and all things beaatjfuh 'fliib you esay'^ without* 
much iiindianoe, if any, to yourself. Thus will 5r0tt gam the 
love of your little one, and he the means of bringing mtt(di 
happioess to \our uwu bo<»om ; )our luibbaml albo will rfjoicc iu 
youl kind endeavouis, and God himself will reword }Ou. 

L. 


BEREAVED MOTHERS. 

Chuistivn mother, bet caved of an infant child, one woid 
<if appeal to you Sore was your heart in the sad liour 
which struck the departure to another home and bosom of 
}oar darling child Though seosona may liatc come and 
gone, though year<i of vicissitude may have fled, since you 
kissed for the last time the infant clay in its snow-white 
dress, or beard the flist clod fall relentlessly on the coffin 
which contained the pride of your heart, the tear still falls, 
and the lip still qutvers over the i).uiie and image of your 
beloved infant* Sorrow not for him )Ie sports on the 
other bank of the Jordan, ready to hail you as you rise# 
from the troubled river* He tunes his infantine harp to 
, give you a gladsome welcome to the mansions above* Wish 
him not back again, for the wish is unkind as well as vain* 
Comfort yourself with the f^sujrance that yoii shall go to 
him Your child Is not ainoog itraoj^is* The angels 
wait on him* The Saviour carries him m Bis bosom* 
Never was he so much at hohuu He has the blessed fbf# 
tune to advance beneath thb care and education of heaven. 
He 18 in the train of the blessed Saviour, for whose glorious 
appearing you tUSIy look* Ob I let your afFeetion twafixed ^ 
oa the heavenly world* The Great Spirit will not charge 
you with idolatry should you quicken your pace to |^ry 
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because your dej^arted child wearies for your coming. God 
smilingly looks on the re-unioa of sire and son. 

CJhuristlcss mother, hcrcaTcd of an infant child, what shat! 
w© say to you? It la well e\en with the spirit of your 
little one. This is a giatifying, gladdening truth, even to 
a parent bound for n (head futurity. But, then, though 
you arc w^elcomc tq all the consolation which such a truth 
is fitted to impart, does not that truth flash across your 
benighted soul a ternhk suggestion^ Oh! sec }ou hot 
that if you die Chiistless, a«i }oa are ]i\ing Christless, your 
little one and you shall nevt^ meet? Should it often watch 
for its mother’s spirit emerging with a song of victory 
from th( billows oi the Jordan, it shall watch in vain. 
Should it on the morning of judgment lecogni^c its mother’s 
face, and hold aloft its tiny hands, if shall hold them np in 
vain. Ah! hciea\ed molhci, }ou haie drunk the bitterest 
of earth’s cups. Death tou from you the idol of your 
heait. But, coutiuac Chusfless, icmain unsaved, and )oii 
shall SCO your child lising in glor\ wlrile you yourself are 
sinking into htll Can you stand fhaf project ? Take 
your lufauf s Sa\ioiir ns vour Saviour. Rend not the heart 
of the feKmlJoving and soul>saTiug Jesus by continuing un- 
saved, and lonsUaining him to bid you ''depart’’ far from 
wyour child and fir fiom Himself ,— for ** The 
Moihen^ rnrud,"* hj Me Jfee, (7. G 


HUSBANDS AND WIVES. 

Aiiiv other hnsbaud bitt mine/’ may some sighing wife 
declaim. it might be possible to submit oneself to ! but 
to him, especially when he is in one of his cross, wayward 
moods, flesh and blood.canhot bear it *’ Most true I flesh 
and bioofl cannot hear it I 'No woman, as merely women, 
is able ^ b^ar willingly thb yoke of the Lord’s command- 
ment Bui God hath means tmd ways to hung believing 
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women to this attaimnont He fllb them to 

Christ, and bolds up to their siow the ^tom trhich i« to 
be the reward of their subjection. ChrUil hath ht^— 
loved* those who seoui^d Utm^ and smote ttim on the 
face ! He ioi^ed those whodoaded Uim with all imaginable* 
opprobrium and injury. Believing women have etperienoad 
in their own sffola the poaer of the Saviour’s love, and 
have learned bow irrebistible is its force ! They know that 
It casts down every opposing barrier, and at length subdues 
the enmity of the stOny human heait. In this love, oh! 
3fe believing wh os! lies the source of your power* to love 
even to death — to be subject, to suiFer, and to bear Ood 
wtih it, and the Apostle hoMs up to your view the gta- 
ciou&1y«appohitcd rreompenee. And what is this recom^ 
pence t It is this-^tliat those who obey not the truth may, 
without tlie word, be won by the conversation of tboir 
wi\es when they behold their chaste conversation coupled 
with fear. But how is this to be brought about ? 
ou^ word^f ' One word begets another, and the human 
tongue but too readily twists itbtif into a serpent’s tongue. 
No one casts fire on Hm ho would rescue from the flames* 
The believing wife, then, will ever keep in mmd her oWn 
chastisement as a daughter of Eve, and God’s consolation in 
the promised reward, and she will keep silence, and wai^ 
and act 

And do yon think that her soul-labour, her patient en« 
durance, her silent suffering and medt aubjeetkm, mingled • 
with the strlvhigsi of prayer,, Uigjag, and tears In 

secret, whilst before her Ituslynd odd the world she 
** anoints her head and wa||iea W think you thqr 
shall remain fruitless ? Oh, no! believe me, while a preadi- 
ing, dominee^ng and dispatytioim wife, always ambilfaras ' 
of having the foa^^word, tamroMMy plunge faenddf ' 
into even ifeeper mibny, she' who disregards self, nM tries « 
to conform herself to hers husband’s pccaliaiililei Irom 
reverence to God’s commands (either by answering not at 
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«lli or aoift imswtf irhkk tametk Miqr wrath). 

Will find that her God'Conoeatated tears, her faclj 
sdf«4emid^ her paljattt fidiSlmeat of her dotaestic duties, 
and wnweaiyiog prpofr qf unaltered affection^ will not onljr 
come li^p for a niemorial hefora God,^’ but bj |Qs bleisiog 
have such a power to punish, to humble, to eacite to fdiame 
and contriMoiv that the coals of fire thus heaped on the 
husband's head shall in the end melt the hardest and wm 
back the most reprobate of earth's sons to the wajrs 
God. Trust me, such a cbaate conversation in fear is storied, 
aye, and praised^ too, behind his wife's back — perhaps even 
hoaited ot, to fais dissolute companions-^-by the most per- 
verse son of Belial I and the heaven they themselves feel to 
he in and around their maltreated partners in life-— women 
of whom they are unworthy — overpowers at last the 
struggling oppoier, so that*he is gladly willing to be saved 
with bis wife. Dr. H» F K. 


THE MOTHER OP A DEVIL! 

% 

A piovs youDK man, passing dong a atreet in a country 
town, observed a woman coming hastSy out of an entry 
toi calliitg ingd^ to a> little boy who was playing at a 
short distance, *' Come here, yon young devil A person 
passing stopped on bearing her, and inquired, " la that 
your son!” '*Tes,” was the reply* “Dear me,” said 
the other, " what a dreadful thing to he the mother of a 
devil 1“ The kxdithat mother gaveonhei^g this can 
iiem be forgotten* Ovt Imr owqi as 9 B|h'lvBa this un- 
godly notlmr coadeaiqa^ > | ia it Atn thus with 

y««tt Do yon ever coodkim younelvesl/ tn a moment 
of initatkm. have yon ‘evpr nttered tpilioly language Ito 
recoil upon yoivcdveat pb! htOplM forth' to God the 
eanmat prayer. “Set a watch. 0,Zii^ helbre my mouth , 
keep the door my bps." A. C. 
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A VBBT UnXfi eiBI£B EflEElUWlirG 30rflAl> 

' Bia ' 

" jU> 0 K htts,’* ar^ Httte Aottii^luddlag (Sit a pie* of 
j^rint, "this would SHike a ouj^ dnater, w<Addb*t'Uf’*^ 
hwe,” Whs Ae Mplj< I t<Jitfd •!»» K,” ‘■aid tbe* 
fittle one. “ Cbtdd pwt well, to^ntonow, pei&ps I nagr 
^To joa a aen^ aad a* 70 a to work.** " 1 todid do it 
now.” ** Not BOW, dear; to<dh 7 i 9 8 BBdiii 7 >>^(lid’ada 7 , 7 ieiB 
. kiiotr ;** and I iwpeatod the Iiaes>~- 

We must not woik oa Suodaf, 

Became it b a kia; 

Bat We may work on JCoaday, 

' Tueeday, Wedaeadsy, Tkunday, 

Friday, apd S^uiday, 

SnO So^ay sdaies again. 

Anide stood Bstoning atteatively, her little meny &ce 
gradnally assainiog a very sober look ; at last she said, 

“ Do yoB know, my mamma did do some work one God’s 
day, and 1 said, oh I mamma, yon should not work when it 
is God’s day, but she never troubled a bit about it.” 

Parents ! take heed that your little ones condemn you 
not. The prattler at ytmr knee may receive impressions 
from you which asay, poccbance, never be erased; your 
example may act powerfully ou them, more powerfully 
than words , and in aftepdife, when tempted to ain or 
ueglwt a duty, they may still Aeir consdences with the 
though^ "N[y mother or my faAer neter troubled about 
it.” . • M.A.E. ■ 


BE *e6m ymm 0Biid»i£N. * . 

.. OMOBeoccasi(Ni,«lien IcAfisf AtlaMidBvIlta^pfoffll^ 
to bAig my Htdb hoy a ttauj ‘hot smfem time 4i9(N<d 
during my ahsenek, fliid I rethm^ hom^ having et^rdy 
foigottdt it. nptm bntetii^ the oupefSr,l(*taa 

tpeedSy reminded OiTit ly hftantietytoi&itB dlqffweatiae, 
when I was obliged to tell him S had dKgbitoa it. H< 
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had been watching hours for my relunii and a burst 
of tears would have been tfiy pardonable. I rather ex- 
pected it ; but not s single expression of disappointment 
escaped him. The earnest^ perplexed gaze Which met 
mine^ was such as I had nerer before encountered* and 
made me feel almost ashamed of wjiat I |>la1iiiy ^w was a 
falsehood iii his eyei, * 

This feeling was but transient; ibr* after t had assured 
liim that 1 had indeed meant what I bad said* and ex- 
plained tlie import of the word forffotien, which was so in- 
compreheiisiblo to him, he was quite satisfied. I set off to 
repidr my forgetfulness, and again he took his station at 
the window to watch for me. ^hen he had obtained his 
bun, the thought of my premise was still evidently upper- 
most in his mind, and in his own simple way be silenced 
any momentary doubt which might liavc arisen in bis mind 
as to iny trutlifulness, by repeatedly saying, Mamma 
onif forgot.'^ Had I been unmindful before of the para- 
mount importance of speaking the truth to a child, though 
ever so joung, thib incident would have taught me that 
lesson, it is impossible to o^er-estimate the value of truth 
.ind openness in dealing with children. Once deceive, or 
suffer them to be dccehed, and the eflect on their minds 
will seldom be effaced. You lose your hold upon their 
confidence, and coiifideuce once forfeited is most difficult 
to restore. 


THE SLANHEHER. 

Heaven's fbhr wnids opllect in one 
All tbiogs most Imtefu} 'neatb tbet son ; 

^ All things that blast, and stiiig, and kUt; 
^AU tbiug<i that dor or emblem d! : 

The fro^ that nips» the opening bloom, 
The blight seal)^ the fiow'ret’s doom, 
The fatnineSi hungry, spectre form, 

The spotted plague and sweeping sto^m, 
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The qoiel^d^i deep, engttlffng 8111^ 

Tb^ Bimken rock that baffles care, * 

The adder’s ibtkl and fttal sting, 

^ The panther’s sodden, deadly' Spring, 

The robber's grasp and rifling hand; 

The cipaked assassin’s nithless brand* 

^ These feat ful things collcet in pna^ 
jt«d yet you’ll fled them all outdone. 

Not by a flood’s vidY^sweeping tide. 

Or flelda dbere death and carnage ride; 

Not by the lightning’s scathing flash, 

Or by the earthquake’s whelming crash, 

But by the sJandeSer’s pesl43c:e bssath, 

Tliat smites 3 our name svith worse than death , 

That, charged widi pdson straight froni helli 
Bpgi u all things than plagnes mora fell ; 

That ofYen dims young gO>^W eye, 

That severs Friendships ibndcst tie, 

And often, too, has dSrkly spread 
A cloud ariNind fair Virtue’s head* 

Go, then, and search the aorld all round, 

And nought so deadly eau be fbupd 
Aft that vile, creeping, hateful thing, 

Whose heart is false — his tongue a sting. 


EBA6MENTS FOB SPARE MOMENTS. 

uixiuiiABm IN woaiu 

'’SevtBBY was a most methodical srorker He system- 
atized his time* He was never confused or m g hurry, and 
got through a great deal of labour with an amount of ease 
and comfort ^hich your hurry-seurty kind of people can 
neither accomplish nor tmderstimcL'’ Such was the ttfsti* 
mony of his friend Wordswbrth* * ^ 

TBS soul’s TBLBSCOPB. 

Meditation is the soul’s^telescope, whereby, in her lubg 
remove, idie diseerUath God ainl beaVdu as thou|[li thliy 
were iu|b at hand* 
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or BODKft. 


The humble current of Uuk kindnesses^ whicK though 
bot^a creeping streamlet, yet incessantly flows,L although it 
^ides in silent secremg^ within the domestic walls and sloiig 
'the walks of private life, and makes neither appearance nor 
noiso in the wotld, proves in Uie end a more oo|doas 
tributary to the store of haman ccunfort and felicity, than 
any sudden and traturient flow of detached bounty, however 
ample, that may rush into It with a mighty sound* 
cBiMssa ntmuTioKa or women. 

The curiouB woman u^ld like to tom the rainbow, to 
see what there was upon the other side. The vulgar 
woman is a spider attempting to spin silk. The eautious 
woman writes her promises on a slate. The envhuf woman 
kills herself in endeavouring to lace tighter than her neigh- 
bours. Tlic extrigoagani woman bums a wax candle in 
looking for a Indfer match. The happy woman died in a 
blind, deaf, and dumb asjlum, years ago. 

naaxKBSs. 

A beautiful fittle blue^eyed girl, of some three years old, 
was nestled in her mother's arms at twilight, looking out 
at the stars, Mother,’* said she, *‘it is getting durk,r*’ 
^ ''And what makes it dark, Caroline?” said her mother. 

Because God shuts his eyes,” replied the little poet, 

NOTICBS OF BOOKS. 

IaUU CAiMrm /o come aero JIfe. A Sme$ af Senf^art 
Xmaomjhr ike IToma* ^Ix>ii4oa: Nelcen. 

One of the beet little books for young mothers to commence nitb 
that wS have sera for e long time. 

MmuAr af Mr. Mtnry Allhantj ufitk aa AddresM at (he 
Grave, awd Pmeral Sermvn. London ^ Sunder ^ool UnioD. 

A cbesp book. fnU of mstter, merit, end piety. We cordnlly 
reeomibend it to onr young fHeuds. ^ 

f%e BriHih Wvrkmaa s and The Bemd gf Beviete^ Londoa : 
Fettridge, Oekey, elsd CSo,. 

Vsefai readings for Istben and oUUren* 
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THB FATAL MISTAKB.~.ff<h \1. 

' I tcttfv going to heaven, but aUe j&ko 

» 

JUST aiCPS ANI\^T 

Naw k was Mary’s iurn la aA •'her husband to accoiot 
puny har to a place of I inclinatiao 

for Ihingt pertaining to etefwitjr waagoOa^ andha retniiuMt, 
her of the time irlien he waa wBUagiJtpiteead a »new pat^ * 
bothhc hindered hitm raia the tdl h^ of what 
she felt for him ; in Taha did .she raadod him* of poet 
little Patty, up in her uont pore htunOi aod of iseportanoe 

of being meetooed for tlie hdly oompany there ; the only 
answer she remTod was,; hara only you to thank, 
Polly, for being shut-out of heayetiA | icnas inolmcd to go 
right, hot you hindered me r 1 hj 9 »o ^ inclination noi|p 
for sneh things/' The sorrowfol wiA wept and pra|;edt 
and urged the pramiscs.an<i^thi 9 atenia||S of^Ae Bibl<v hut 
a hligbt rested on all her efforts ; hosbaod^a h^art 
mnaiaed unmoved and callods} ho had^Oo )K>ptibr<a, 
future world, and yet he was utterly carelees of tbo' 
ooiisequences. 

But whde John Armstrong was thus b^Ulforeni^ as to * 
eternity, the sentence bad gone forth, *^TMs year thou 
shall die/’ The inSuensa, whinh prevailed in the AgSIgh- 
bOiirhood, was the messenger^ sent to hurry him to 
the tojoib. His chest and lungs, naturally delicate, now 
bceame diseased, and he pasted tbro<i|[^ dl the gradations 
of decay, pant^g away the life God had given him to ple- 
par{ for anot^ heyon4 talldng of^ death with less 
feax than holier and wiser men dared to do./^ 

Poor Mrs. Arnouhrong entreated hun to see iha got4 
dergynmn, wbotil he nnoe^ delighted to hear; bnt 
plied, *‘You may senA^or hies^ to please yottrsel||»lstt 
1 have no wish to see him Wor hear him now.^* Sliedlid, 
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howex^r, gb to the man of God, and told him her feaia 
anxieties, and requested him to call and sfiedc to her 
husband of bis dangerous position. lie did caU the 
foUoviing morning, just as John was recovering from a 
* severe fit of coughing. ” You seem \ ery poorly, my friend,” 
said the good minister. ^ Yes, Sir, 1 am ; and am not likely 
ever to get any better — ^worse luck ! ” Do you think, 
then, that your illness will prove fatal?” Yes, Sir, no 
doubt it will ; I cannot last much longer.” And what are 

your hopes for another and purer state of being ? Are you 
looking to the blessed Redeemer to bemeetened for heaven t” 
” TVhy you see. Sir, ’tis just like this there was a time 
when 1 liked to think about another world, and when I heard 
you preach, Sir, with great delight; aye, and I could tell 
you the very text that I liked to hear explained ; and 
sometimes. Sir, I really thought somebody must have told 
you all about my past life and my very thoughts But you 
see, Sir, I could not take up the cross, as y ou used to say 
we must ; and to please my wife (who has been a good wife 
to me ill worldly things^ 1 left off all cburch*going ways, 
and retjumed to my old habits. Then, Sir, wc lost a dear 
little maid, and this trouble turned my wife right round ; 
but she could not tnm me again^the time with me was 
past, Sir ; tm you see, I was going to ulaven, but sub 
HINDBBBP mb!” 

“ This is, indeed, a sad state of things, Mr. Armstrong” 
said the minister; ^^butyou know the Bible says, *Tlie 
blood of Christ cleauseth from u// sin,* and all must iudude 
yours. There is no faemt too hard for the Spirit of God 
to soften ; femember the thief on the cross, and Mary 
Magdalene/* You are very good. Sir ; but their ^case 
was not just Uke mine ; thore is no use in talking, I am not 
indmed for Uiose things low I ** ” But, my good man, this 
is your fault and your sin. You should use the means God 
hapven you— reading and prayer. If you repent and 
^tnm to the Lord, He will be gracions unto you. He ia 
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more ready to Hsten to oar |>rayer8 tliaa we are to pray*** 
•*AH yoa aay may be true, Sir, but, you see, ft* doii*t 
moT8 me to feel as I ooee ditL*' ** Shall I read and pnj 
with you I ” Just as you please^ 8i^/* 

Thus did John Armstrong feel and act; and thus he* 
di(^, leaving no hope that he ^d gone to be with H{%i 
whose cross he could not bear On the evening of his 
death be called his wife to hU aido ; taking her hand, and 
looking anxiously into her face, he said^ in broken accents, 
Mary, you have been a good wife to me and my children, 
as it regards tliis poor perishing world* and I hope you willl 
try to lead our remaiubg little ones in the right way, since 
you have now, I hope, found it youts^f ; but oh, Mary I 1 
never expect to meet you or them again, if you go to 
heaven, ior I have no hope of ever reaching that place.*’ 
Oh, John ! John ! ** exclaimed the jmrrowfu} wife, ** Jesus 
can wash }ou yet in His blood!” Don’t interrupt mt, 
Mary-*-! hare only a few moments to speak. Do alt the 
gooil } on can, Mary, and warn everybody to turn to (3od 
in health , but cs{>ecially warn wives and mothers qt the 
danger of hindering those around them from going to 
heaven when they fmt inclined. Ton will tiy to hope, 
Mary, I am gone to be happy, but a doubt must rest over 
my grave, as 1 die without a hope of going to heaven 
was going that way, but I was Idikdered*’* 

These were his last words— eternity will reved the rest. 
Poor Maty Armstrong is near the end of her journey too, 
now , but the one fatal mistake of her life clouds all her 
days, and she is often heard to exclaim in bitterness, My 
husband was inclined to walk in the wqr to heavei), hut 1 
hindered him!” Mother! wife! thia is no imi^native 
tale, hut gathered from truth’s lips* ^to l>e used as a 
warning in TAe Mdho'i FneniJ* 


Always do wbat conscience tdlsyou to be your ss^ 
leave the coosequenees to Ood. 
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ENCOTJRIOEMENT TO SABBATH-SCHOOJL 
^TEACHERS. 

Letter from a Teacher 

My i>BAa L*,-— Koowifig your <kep interat ia Sabbftth 
lehoolai X tliink you will & luterehtrd in an account ot one of 
my scliolurv^ who oiU and in hi»alth one Sabbath, nud the 
next was a corpse, and aa the school was assembling her little 
coffin passed through the sfrett On Fridhy at noon she fell 
ffito a pot of boiling water, and the next morning at ten she 
died. She was about two and a half years old when she eotn- 
aMnced atteaffiag the Sanday school, and was three years and 
two months when she died* It was her own desire to attend 
the Sabbath school* Hcanng an cldf r sibttr repeat hymns she 
had learned, she said to her mother, 1 want to go to Sunday 
school.” But her mother «iiurl, My darling, you are too yonog.” 
Her memory wasaonderfbl, and she vtry soon learned a hymn 
from beating her sister repeat it, and went to h< r mother, say* 
log, have leamed the h)mii, now let me go to Sunday 
tchooL” Her mother was surprised when site repeated it, and 
sent word to me by her sister oi the fact, and the ehildS great 
desire to attend school, and with my pennissiou would attend 
next Supday. 1 returned for answer, ** Let her come by all 
means, she is not too young and she was a regular attendant 
firom that time to her death, Bhe had learned several very 
pretty kymae, and the cateehism^ with Scripture lessons; and 
if the hymns she learned had been selected in reference to her 
early death and prepamtioa ior heaven, they could not have 
bein more appropriate. One wa«, *' 1 think when 1 read that 
sweet story of old another, Timre is beyond the sky 
and ** There is a happy load and ** We infunts Ung to Christ 
our Kkig,^ Ac. ' 

I hegrd of the sad acddenl tno latte in the avenitig to go and 
see the child that day, but went aa early as I could dm next 
moraing. When I inquired at the door how little Fanny was, 
the servant replied, *' She is dead/’ I went up into the room 
where sat the motW and granduiotbdir by the bedside, where 
lay my dear little scholar vleeplng sweetly m death. As I took 
my seat with this atnokea fhtuQyi the grandmother said, ^ The 
seed you hueo sown it soon Hpened.^ Yes^” 1 replM, 
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frucU is the kingdom of heaven/' She ve slie Haa sitigihg 
one of tlie hymns she had leatoed ot tlie Sahbhth sch^i, met 
half an hour hoforo the sad accident occurrod. She came to 
her and sang, **Tiio octaii crossed, no wanderer lost/^ and 
the child in her arms, she said, ** Ton precioes lamh, I , 
hope yott'U not be }ost.^^ The child then sang the whole of 
hymn to her grandeiothen and wikhM her grandmoth^w to i(«|f 
with her, which she did ; and half an hour afterwards the 
grandmother hlYed her from the hot water, and she never spoko 
again. It seemed like the dying obild's farewell , and oh, how 
little did that parent tbbik that hof prayer for the childb safo^^ 
m heaven w ould be so soon aosw cred ! ^ 

Here ib eacoaragement lor Sabhath-edhool teachers^ ai)4 
never let any say that a child too young to bo taught to H|I» 
the prai^s of a Saviour. Some persona say, Oh ! thc> caq** 
not understand. Why teach chUdren what they cannot com* 
prebend But let thooe who are fhithless on this snbject 
liear what the motber of this child totd me. I culled, not long 
after the fuiiera}, to see her, and to hear more pmtlcuimly of tbo 
child, fur It was one 1 had taken a very deep interest in, amt 
inarktil her fur a \uy uncoinmou child. She said, ^‘Ihavg. 
been wanting to see you, to tel) you how grateful 1 fed to yon, 
for you prepared my child for heaven.’' 1 repKed, ^ I do not 
wish you to feel so towards me, for it was a great pkasure to 
have her nifdir my msttbctioii.” Siud she, 1 iievi^ taught 
my thiid hynioSi 1 thought ber too young to ondcrsuiud them# 
She had previously kurned little songs, and hucb other tilings as 
I thought more adapted to ber age i but when she cas^ here to ^ 
live, and hiurd her sister repeat her hymns, die soon learned 
them, and wanted to go to the Sunday scli^l, smd after Jthat 
she never repeated the tinngs sbo had learned before. She 
seemed at once to Ibi^ct them, and bad no ralhdi for them, and 
apparently no remembraace of* them.” 

She baidyoneday she topk lier up in her lap, and bang to her 
one of those, and tjie child looked up in her face, as if it wsia 
flometbing she had heard a gye^t while ago , but she showed go 
pleasore at recalling tt, and jumped down, and coromenced 
singing one of her Sunday-school hymns. Sbe dwelt upon the 
lovriy character of the child, and told me many inteiMioig 
dungs rsspectmg her. The mofntiig of the day the ie4 ootiv 
dent oscamd, wbikshe wasdressiiig ber, she pepoiit^ 
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** Then 1 will praise and pray, 

' While I have life and breath ; 

1 should be cut off to-day* 

And sent to eternal death/’ 

1 ^ai(j to this niotlier* Ca n you not feol consoled fit jrour 
* lo* by reflecting yon hi!i\e trained a BOol for glory?” She 
replied, “Not I — I never taught her anything— you have done 
it ; ii she bad not come here, she would not have learned the 
sopgs of h(*aven!” Bunday -school teachers do often here in 
this Morld meet with a rich reward. 


EARLY LESSONS FOR YOUNG ^OTHERS. 

No. IV. 

In passing on, we would just mention the mode of 
arranging an infant for the night in Norway. A yonng 
mother w as obsor^ ed to bring her infant of about four 
months old out of a but, and seating herself on the sunny 
side of it she proceeded, in the most deliberate way 
imaginable, to pack up the child for tlie night in its 
little wooden cradle. This cradle was cut out of the solid 
wood, and covered with leather, daps of which were so 
aiTmge4l as to lace across the top with leather thongs. 
The inside, and the little pillow, were rendered tolerabU 
^ soft with reindeer moss, and the infant fitted the space so 
Oxaetly, that it could stir neither hand nor foot, yet made 
Kttle resistance to the operation. A band protected the 
head, while it admitted the air freely. When the packing 
was finished, the little creature was speedily rocked 
asleep. 

We jEoglisfa mothers do not believe in this sort of pack- 
tny, but we may Icam from the quietude of the dear babe 
under this treatment, Uiat a mother may very early form 
the lasting habits of her young charge. The education of 
the heart must begin in the cradle. The principles which 
arc to guide the life may be implanted in life’s early years ; ^ 
if reserved to be taught in the later years of chil&ood. 
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the motlker 4 vill find much to edrreot» alter^. and nndo, 
ere she can commence her first work ; equanimity and 
CiKNTih cheerfulness arQ delightful to infants from the 
first dawn of apprehension. 

The effects of the disposition of the young mother and the 
nurse on the child^a future temper have often been observed 
~mildncss> patience, truth, and self-denial, are all necessary 
to the proper management of infancy'--tho temper may 
equally he spoiled by neglect, severity, or a timidt slavish 
indulgence. The real wants of an infant should be satis- 
fied the moment th<y are known -to supply them before 
they are announced by tears and cries, will often wholly 
prevent those whimpering and noisy habits so injurious to 
children, and so distressing to young mothers. 


SARAH I.OVKJOY, OR, EMPLOYERS AND 
EMPLOYED.— No 11. 

We were kd, last month, to make a digression which we 
deemed suiriciintl} impoitant to warrant it ; and» sure we 
arc, no subject can be considered triiial in w*bieh the 
well-being of the majority consists, and they are our 
working men. Having been once a workman ourselvf*^ 
we confess to being a little jealous for the character of our 
order. We were going to say there is as intimate a con- 
nexion between the emplojer and Lis people, as batwven 
the several parts of the body, but it is more so ; for the 
head can do without the band or the foot, but the employer 
and bis people cannot do without each other. They are 
mutually dependant, and akhongh we are free to confess 
there are many employers who as little understand their 
position aa the men themselvci, yet wc arc quite sure that 
a little forbearance on both sides would soon establi^i a 
n^pect not to he shaken by eveiy wind that blows, or 
by what any set of unprindfiM men may say, . 
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Jnst reflect a momcot^ anfl jott will percei^ that it is 
not easy %r the employer to enter into the social cares and 
anxieties of the meD> or ior«the men to sympathize in those 
anxieties and yexationa which so much harass him, and tend 
so powerfully to sour his temper and make him what they 
call “so abominably toudby.’* They each move in their own 
order, but as different as light from daric ; can it be won- 
dered at, then, that there is sometimes a collision ? We are 
fully persuaded, if the men wonld only respect themselves 
and honour their position, by taking heed to the apostolic in^ 
junction, — “ For what glory isk, if, when ye be Imffeted for 
your faults, ye shall take it patiently ^ but if, when ye do 
well, and suffer font, ye take it patiently, 1hx9 is acceptaUe 
to Ood,” — there would be soon a perfect understanding 
amongst them all. “Give and take*’ mustbetiie general 
rule. If in nature there are hills, there are also valleys; and 
in the large drama of human life there is a greater equality 
than appears on the surface. 

There is one other observation we should like to make. 
The Apostle, in another place, concludes »aii apt ex** 
hortation with this important phrase, “answering not 
again/’ *Kow this is a most beautiful and important com- 
mand, to which men— yea, and women too — pay but little 
at,tention. There is a universal inclination to run counter 
to it, and have the last word ; it is equally true, that full 
two-thirds of the troubles which occui between the employers 
and the employed arise trom this very source. We well 
remember a reproof administered to ourselves by a mate* 
when yielding to this temptation, in tb^se words] uueredi 
with an expression of feeling imd a look we sbalt never 
forg^ I^Keep \our tongue within your teeth/* We think 
we safely say that, in every case, silence is the better 
way. 

Now it so happened that our friend, Sarah l.ovejoy, was 
the daughter of a workman who could hold hU tongue. He 
had been many years in the workshop, much respected, and 
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was then a foremin* fie UtlA a fiunity/aiidiJBariAi 
was in her first and hcA ptac^ivlieti 6he tnain^d» Bat we 
are aware that the reBdeirs of The Bfoihens^ Ft tend have not 
time i^r long papers, and we hnow the Editor likes short 
oms. We will therefore ccmdude this with a stanza* 
dtscriptue ofa pattern wife. 

Show me tfio wlfo that's on the natch 
For cvrtry JittiS rent or scratcli, 

And cures it dmely with a patch 
Befom you know it ; 

She is a woman fit to match 
A Lord or Poct^ 

M, B. 


DOES YOUR CHILD OBEY YOU, MOTHER? 

No. 11. 

Ttra motherof Haanab, wishing, like many othce foolish 
mothers, to conceal the true state of her child's conduct, 
begamto gloss o?er matters by saying, Why, Sir, you 
see she is but a child yet. t make excuses for her , she^s 
very good sometimes, but whcQ she is a bit stupid she 
wants to have her own way.'* "f heard yoO threaten 
you'd tell her father ; I fancy yon really did not intend to 
tetthim." **Why, Sir, you seC I'm obliged to threaten # 
ber^ but 1 dcmH liko to leH her father, he's so lery angry 
with bar* Then ho beats her, and mmi beat so hard " 
"Then yon di tell, sometimes'^" Why, yes ; but then, 
you see, if he is about to heather, I get between them, and 
sometnnes 1 get th^ stick out of his hand." Then she 
never obeys yau^** *'Ohf yes, sometimes she does." 

think ] could wHIi oertaimy say she never doCs; for 
when she happens to do the thing \ou want, it is not 
because you want it, but because abe herself likes to dc 
it ' " Well, Sir, it^s all the same) if she does tt." *'By 
i no ideaus theaame tbiiig<H*for if sho did it to please you, 
and because it waf*her doty, she would alnays do it i but it 
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13 to plefinc herself- Do you teach her W duty to God^ 
Iler father does tJkaf part, and he takes pains to instruct 
her though he is not learned.’* 

1 then turned to the girt, who stood near me, and'siud^ 
^'ITas your father taught you the fifth commandment, 
Hannah, * Honour thy father and mother ^ ’ Did 
he ever teach you the word of God which says, ‘ Children, 
obey your parents ^ She did not answer. “ From your 
mother’s account I suppose ho has. Do }OU know,” 
I said to the motlier, “ that you have a right, given you 
hy God, to command obedience of your children f” ‘‘I 
suppose so, Sir , but how hard you make it for a sinful 
child to obe> ’ ** When you don’t claim obedience, hut 
only speak to her as if it was for her to choose whether she 
Will or will not obey you,^ou should keep her in the right 
way by commanding what God commands, and not Say, 
* r wish joii would,’ or ask it as a favour, ‘Do, Hannah.’ 
She cares not for your saj mg * come ’ and ‘do,’ because 
she knows, however 3011 may wish It, you will not enforce 
it ’ ‘‘Why, Sir, I can’t help thinking 300 make a serious 
matter of a very little thing — it was but about nursing a 
baby.” “ You will feel the consequences of this method if 
you do not change it ” “Oh I Sir, when she’s not a bit 
stupid she’ll be better ” “ Foolish woman, remember the 
word of Ciod, ‘A chdd led to himself bringeth his mother 
to shame ’ I shoii\d like to See your husband , when will 
he be at home ^ ” More about the husband next m<nith» 

THE BOYS.-No'. IL 

THIS ntSOBLIGINU BOt. 

Some folks who arc lery disobliging are not aware of it. 
Now there was Sam Hobbs, as pleasant a fellow as any in the 
school. He was a good s^olar, diligent and studious, and 
always ready to join a friend in an excursion of pleasure. 
He was not naturally disobliging, hut he acquired the bad 
habit in this way. Tve heaid a boy say, Inany times, “ Lend 
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me jonr knife, Ssinftriflytm!*' ** I cm\ for I bftv«|i^t way , 
and besides, I \vant to tise it myself,’* he wduld rej^y ; or 
if they said, ** Let me $ee yotir knife, Sam,, xt ill you ?’* Jm 
Wo&ld take it out and show it to them, and say, ** There, 
you ha^e seen it,” and then back he would put it into his* 
pocket. He always refused in such a pleasant way that 
they were ralrely if ever offended $ and it waa a long time 
before they discovered bow often he disobliged tliem# 

One day, when Sam was absent from school, the hoys 
liad a public meeting, and agreed unanimously that th^ 
would convince him how disobliging he was, and in such a • 
way that he could have no excuse for being angry. The 
next day, when he came, one of the first things he said 
was, Where is the lesson to-day?” “I can't, for I 
haven’t any ; and besides, I want to use it myself,” was 
the reply. He asked another, who holding the book open 
at such a distance that he could not read it, said, There, 
yon ha\e seen it,” Every question that he asked was 
answered with one of his old answers. At length he began 
to grow fmgvy $ but when be got to liis seat and thought 
of it, he was surprised to think how often he had dis- 
obliged his friends. The fact was, he had never thought 
of it before ; but now his eyes were opened, and he felt 
really sorry that he had disobliged persons so much, an£[ 
he 'determine not to be angry with his schoolmates, let 
them disoblige him as they would. He tried not ask 
Aent any questions, but he constantly forgot it, and 
received in answer to all his inquiries, can’t, for T 
haven’t any ; and^besides, I want to use it myself.” 

He came to school io the afternoon in great tribulation ; 
be wSs at the head of hia class in arithmetic, and he felt 
very anxious to remain there; but in his lesson of this day 
there was a sum he cooU not understand. In vain he 
api^ed to one after another to etplain all ; the only answer 
he got was, ** I can’t, for I haven’t any ; besides, 1 want to 
use it myself.” There was One schshur who came late ; to 
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him he ft][Yplied, andy ta hts great joy a&dSctfptlae/ his friend 
didflie*8iim; bat, 0 provoking, just as he reached out 
his h^nd for the slate, it mss vrithdraWn, and the old 
, sayii^, ** There, )ou have seen was the answer. ' He 
oDctkl bear it no longer, but burst into tears. His school- 
mates reidly liked him, and when they saw how badly he 
fdt, they were sorry they had carried the joke so far 
After Bidiool they all came and shook hands with him, 
and told* him why they did it. He acknowledged that he 
had done wrong, and after that he seldom refused to 
oblige a person when it was proper If he did, we bad 
but to say, “1 can^t, for I haven’t any ; besides, 1 want 
to use It myself,” and he would instantly oblige ns. 


FAMILY BEREAVEMENTS. ^ 

** How IS the strong staff broken 

Wa follow the father beyond his public walks, into more 
sacred and hallowed scenes, endeared by nearer and sweeter 
ties. Look upon bun in the family. Anotlier may fill his 
office in the State, but who can fill the place of ther husbaodr 
and the father? The strong man of the house, the tower 
of protection, and the arm of defence — the head of the 
famly, the guide of their affturs, and the staff of their 
support-*^ who can fill his place there ? The central tree 
in the garden of domestic bliss, on which the family vinp 
was banging, and where the tendrils of pure affection were 
twiiitiig*doser and sweeter every year ; th^firm and faithful 
arm cm ^hieh the popfiding wife leaned, and rested her 
all; the l^ee upon which tiie children climbed to share a 
lo>ing fistber's kiasrr^ t a f^ber gone— -a fiitber*s empty 
seatl One, indeed^ is jeft^he mother— most sacred 
name ! And the finer feeliii^ the moat sensitive emotions, 
and the softer roice of woman, these tr oly are the highest^ 
embettishmei^ andchoioi^t adomitigs of theiarndy scene ; 
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btiity like the deUosie colcruritig aod snaiigr tinfti ott the 
painting, they ttmst rest upon the deeper and Steid 
work of a father’s presence to perfect the picture, ^ > 

When the father dteSi the bright light of hope in the 
family firmament is put out, and the soft rays of a mother’s * 
smile grow dim. As the rainbow fades when the sun goes 
down. The sweet music of her voice becomes tremulous 
and sad, the main chord in the harp of her soul is broken. 
The charm of a motlier's tnfiueDce. when the husband*** 
the background of her hope and dependancc— is remom|» 
be^pmes like an exquisite pmnting floating off from Uie 
canvas ; a ^weet vision trembling m empty air--**bright andi 
beautiful indeed — but with nothing to sustain and refiect 
its loveliness. The substantial bond of domestic bliss is 
broken, and the strong pillar of support to the family is 
shivered down into the grave of the father. The main 
prop 1 $ gone, the tower of safety crushed, the star of hope 
quenched. The wife’s right hand is withered, the ohil* 
dren’s guide and provider snatched away from their arms 
and tlieir kiftes! The parental care and responsibility 
that was shared by two. now rests its heavy burden on one 
— ^the Weaker one — the stronger is gory. Under such a 
stroke the bereaved family cry. ** How is the strong staff 
broken!’* • 

The picture that we have been drawing is no fanqr 
sketch. In it many a stricken household will recognife a 
true ddineation of their own mournful lot And many a 
happp family, too, there now is, where it would require but 
one stroke from the^and of death to take away that hus- 
band and father, and then they might heng up this picture 
in tlieir darkened home, as w vivid and living portrait of 
their own blasted prospects, crushed hopesi and gloomy 
future. Oh I what a sad cfaaogpe and mebcodboly reverse 
does it bring to thw when the father is taken away 1 
The» How is the ntiHing staff broken But how sweet 
IS the voice of God to &e dying father in tfiat hardest 
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conflict, th(^ giving np of his companion and children to 
the rofd charities of the world , to aoch a father, in that 
bitterest struggle, oh ! how sweet the Divine promise — 
** Leave thy fatherless children, I will preserve them alive ; 
•and let thy widows trust in me ” 


HUSBANDS AND WIVES.— No. II. 

ATiAS ! for thee, poor believing wife, who art tried and 
burthened with a cursing, blustering, harassing husband — 
a second Nabal! — a har^h, overbearing, domestic tyriAt. 
How shalt thou demean thyself, when thy husband treats 
thee as the mere creature of his will? llow, 1 ask, 
shouldst thou demean thyself, in order to keep tby soul 
clear of his bhod, when thou art called to stand before the 
judgment-seat of Christ? Or, still more, how shouldst 
thou act, with a view to rescuing his soul from the 
ruin to which it is fast hastening ? Nothing, let me 
impress on jou, can be gained in such a ease by proving 
yourself in the right — nothing gained by setting up your 
will in opposition to his« Nothing by complaining of him 
to others Nothing by declaimiug or preaching either to 
or at him Nothing by angry expostulations and bitter 
reproaches, however just — or by moping melancholy and 
sullen silence in his presence. Least of all, by holding 
aloof from his presence, or by repelling him from you 
when in a relenting humour. Sin can never be expelled by 
sin. Satan casteth not out Satan, c Begin, therefore, 
with tlys conquest of your own headstrong will; subdue 
your own spirit ; root out your own besetting sins and 
prevalent failings — which may after all have much to do 
with increasing, if they do not originate your causes of 
complaint — do this, unhappy wife, first, if you desire to 
see things go more smoothly in your household. 

Db. H. P. K. 
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A DAY WITH THE COTTAGER’S WIFE A^JD 
HER BIBLK— No. IQII 

THE child’s cry. 

• 

A CHILD has fallen and cries. How quickly its mother 
runs to pick it up It is not much hurt; she is not 
frightened^ but the little one is , and hoii tenderly she 
quiets it — what gentle kisses smooth the smart. A mother 
has comforted, and the child has run off happily to his pUy 
again. Perhaps the hurt was severe. Now how prompt is 
the mother’s skill-'-’-how aniuously she binds the wound — 
everything else gives way till the suffeiing child is relieved. 
Perhaps the child has lost some of his treasures. They 
Were precious to him^ of however little value» and he runs 
to his mother , be is sure of her sympathy. Perhaps she 
will show him how to make up his loss — at least, she will 
be sorry for him. Perhaps there is a deeper cause for 
grief. The child has done wrong , the little heart it 
weighed down with a sense of guilt, and longs for the 
relief of confession, lie will hide his head on his 
mother’s shoulder, and whisper all to her, and* she w0t 
forgive him, and he will be happy again. As one whom 
bis mother comforteth, so will 1 comfort you, saith the 
Lord.” (Isa Ixvi. 13.) 

Perhaps it is some little thing that tronbles us ; if we 
were wiser and stronger we should not mind it ;,yet it* does 
press on us, and make us feel sad. God’s comfort is * 
mother-comfort , k is measured more by the fear and 
sorrow of the child than by the greatness of it| causes 
But perhaps our trouble is really great, our need veiy 
nrgent. How prompt then, even as a mother’s, 6od*s 
help comes. God is our refuge and strength, a very 
present help in time of trouble whQe^ unlike ^tbe 
mother, His skill and wisdom are alwa>8 equal to His 
willingness to aid. We have lost some cherished pos^ 
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session we weep over; let the tears be shed opon our 
knees — the motherocomfort of our God will not be failing. 
Perhhpd He will show how we can do without the thing 
we thought so needful. At least we shall be soothed 
*with thinking He shares our sorrow ; we shall hear His 
words of love. ** In all their afflictions He was afflicted^ 
and the angel of His presence saved them.'* 

Does our grief spring from that deepest of all sources, a 
sense of guUt f If we keep silence, there is no rdief ; like 
the Psalmist, we shall have to say, ** When I kept silence, 
my bones waxed old through my roarhtg all the day long.** 
Let ns take up his resolution : ^ I said, 1 will confess my 
transgressions unto die Lord;*’ no earthly parent vrill 
prove more ready to pardon ; at once the answer will b^ 
** And thou forgavest the iniquity of my sin.*’ 


GOOD NATUltE AND SCANDAL. 

On { did you not hear in yoor nursery 
The tale that gossips tell, 

Of two young girh that came to drink 
At a certain (airy well ? 

The words of the youngest were as ect 
As the smile on her ruby lip, 

But the tongue of the eldest seemed to move 
As Jf venom were on its tip. 

At the wdl a beggar accosted them, 

{k sprite in mean disguise,) 

The eldest spoke with a scornful brow. 

The youngest with tearful eyes. « 
Whe^’er you speak, sweet girl/’ said he, 
Pore gems from your lips i^hidl fdU ; 

But whene’er you utter a word, proud maid, 
From your tongue shall a serpent crawl.” 

And have you not met with the sisters oft, 
In the haunts of the old and young? 

The ftrat with her pure and unsullied lip, 

The last with her serpent tongue ? 
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Yes ; tht first is Good Nttore^dminoiids iNrjght 
On the darkest theme she throws ; * 

And the last is Stander — leaving the hlime 
Of the snake wherever she goes ! T. H* B. 


OBEDIENCE, DILIGENCE, AND TRUTH. 

It is said, when the mother of Washington was asked 
how she had formed the character of her son, she repUed that 
she had early endeavoured to teach him three thitigs^obe- 
dience, diligence, and truth. No better advice can be given 
by any parent. Teach your children to obey ; let it be the 
first lesson. You can hardly begin too soon. It leqaires 
constant care to keep up the habit of obedience, and espe* 
cially to do it in such a way as not to break down the 
strength of the child’s character. Teach your children to 
be diligent. The habit of being always employed is a 
great safeguard through life, as well as essential to the 
culture of almost every virtue. Nothing can be more 
foolish than an idea which parents have, that it is not 
respectable to set liieir children to work. Play is a good 
thing — innocent recreation is an employment, anJ a child 
may learn to be dihgent in that as well as other things ; 
but let them learn to be useful* As to trudi, it is the one» 
essential thing. Let anything else be saciificed rather than 
that. Without it, what dependance can you phice ki j^our 
child ? And be sure to do nothing yourself to give the lie 
to your precepts. 


THE LITTLE GIRL AND THE MATERNAL 
MEETING. 

My obae FBlSsrn^ veep was greatly enoonraged at our 
last Maternal Meeting by observing one uatber present who 
had not joined os before. I expressed my pleasure at seeing 
her, when she replied, My little girl had hard work, ma’am, 
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to make me come ! *' Indeed ! Yes, ma’am, you know 
she cemes to your Bible class, and she said, ^ Do go, mother, 
the lady will tell }Oii about Jesu^, and sing ^gentle Jesus’ to 
you ’ 1 said, * No,’ and i/vent out to chat with a neighbour; 
th^ little thing followed me, laying, ^Do you go, mother, and 
take me with you so I am come ” Being sadly out of health, 
I had thought of giving up my Bible class, but this circumstance 
made me say to the mothers, send 3 our children again. * * * 

R. B. 9 . 


THE MOTHER’S BLESSING. 

WH\Tbringeth a jov o’er thy pallid mien, 

More deep than the piime of thy youth had seen? 
Whut kiiidh th a beam in tb} thoughtful eye, 

Like the vestal flame from a purer sky ? 

Sweet were her tones —as tht wind-harp free — 

The smile of the babe that js born to me.” 

What niaketli thv home, with its noiseless shade, 

More dear than the haunts wlitiothy beauty strayed? 
Than the dance w beie th} form w as the zephyr’s w ing 
Than the crowded hall 01 the charmed ring ? 

Then the flatterer’s w ile, wdth its syren strain ? 

“ The voice of the babe that with care I tram.” 

What lendeth the landscape a brighter hue 
A clearer spark to the diamond dew 
What gheth the song of the bird its Best, 

As straw b} straw it doth build its nest ? 

What sweeteueth the flowers on their budding stalks? 
The kibs of the child b) my side that walks.” 

What quickeneth thy prayer when it seeks the throne 
^Vith a tervour it never bt-foie hod known ? 

AVhat girdeth thy life in its daily scope 

Tor the labour of love and the patience of hope, 

The freedom from self, and the high intent? 

The soul of the child that ray God hath lent.” 


L. H. S. 
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A WISE MOTHER. 

The mother of a family was married to an infidel who 
made a jest of religion in the presence of his own children ; ^ 
yet she succeeded in bringing them all up in the fear of 
the Lord. I one day asked her how she had preserved them 
from the influence of a father whose sentiments were so 
openly opposed to her own. This was her answer 
** Because to the authority of a father 1 did not oppose 
the authority of a mother, but that of Qod. From their 
earliest years my children have always seen the Bible 
upon my table. This holy book has constituted the 
whole of their religious instruction. I was silent, that 
it might speak. Did they propose a question! did 
they commit any fault I did they perform any good 
actions? 1 opened the Bible, and the Bible answered, 
reproved, or encouraged them. The constant reading of 
the Scriptures has alone wrought the prodigy which 
surprises you.’’ 


FRAGMENTS FOB SPARE MOMENTS. . 

YOUTUJUL NLGLhCT. 

If it should ever fall to the lot of youth to peruse^ 
these lines, let him remember that it is with the deepest 
regret that 1 recollect iu my manhood the opportunities of 
learning which I neglected in my youth ; that ^through 
every part of my literary career I have felt pinched and 
hampered by my own ignorance ; and I would this moment 
give half the reputation I have had the good fortune to 
acquire, if by doing so I could rest the remaining part 
opon a sound foaudation of learning and science.~&V 
Wolitr SeotL 
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A child’s logic. 

“ Ilow many brptherahave you ? said a gentleman to a 
little boy. The child mentioned the number, adding, And 
one in heaven.” ** No, tny son,” interposed the mother, 
**you ha\e no brother in heaien.” ‘^Tes, J have,” per- 
sisted the young reasoner. Didn’t you tell me that God • 
was my Father, and that Jesus Christ is the Son of God? 
Then He must he my brother in Aeaaew.” " And Jesus 
called a little child unto him and set him in the mid^t of 
them, and said, Verily I say unto you, except ye be con- 
certed, and become as little cliildreu, ye shall not enter into 
the kingdom of heacen.” 

par AC II SMALT.. 

** Mother,” said a little giil, seven years old, " I could 
not understand our minister to-day, he said so many hard 
words. I wish he would preich so that little girls could 
undei stand him Wou’( he, mother? ” ” Yes, I think so, 
it we ask him.” Soon after hei father saw her going to the 
ministei's. “Mliere are }ou going, Emma?” «said he. 

“I am going o>er to Mr. ’s, to ask him to preach 

small ” ' 

SPFAK Tin TRuni 

“When my son was scareel} three years old,” says a 
lady, “ I was one day under the neces<*ity of correcting him 
for falsehood. I then took bun up lu my arras and 
affectionately reasoned with him on the sin and shame of 
hi^ copduct. Encouraged by iny kindness the kttle fellow 
to my astonishment spoke out. you whip me be- 

cause I tell story, fu&d you tell story too.’ ‘ My son^when 
did I tell you stoiy t ’ * Yesterday, Ma. You told me 

V^uit pushing the cha^r across the room, or you would 
wliip me. » I didn’t quit, and you (Udn*t whip me, ma.' 
Then I learned .that ^ildren observe our iuconeistencies 
much sooner tlum^ 1 bad expected. .. that day I ms 
ikr^ore circumspect.” 
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LITTLE BRIGHT-EYED TOMMY, THE SABBATH- 
SCHOOL BOY. 

Mavy a Sabbatli morning might have been seen a 
beautiful boy, of some eight summers, trudging along the ^ 
dusty road to the village Sabbath school, and so \ery in- 
teresting-looking was dear little Tommy— in our view — 
that an artist, wc tliink, would have been arrested in his 
walk to gaze on his sunny face ; and we should not have 
felt surprised if he had earnestly begged for a *' sitting,** 
that a portrait of the cherub-looking boy might have graced 
studio. 

Dear little Tommy wa^ called, by those of us who knew 
and loved him the bright-eyed ho}^ ; " and no marvel, 
foi seldom liav e we looked upon suoli a pair of brilliant, 
laughing eyes. The contour of the face too was perfect, 
and the shiniiiu; auburn hair curled luxuriantly above and 
around it. In his figure, httle Tommy was a perfect mau 
in miniature ; so much so, that when on one occasiou the 
little fellow was visitjng a fashionable watering-place, 
sti aligns constantly halted before him to gaze and admire 
tlie unique ‘Mittle man.** But the dimpled, sunny "face has 
a dark shade on it now, and the bright eye is closed in a 
long, last sleep. Step softly! it is a solemn place— how 
marble-like the lovely form has become ! The little chubby* 
feet tread life’s path no more — they are stretched out in a 
narrow bed, and the little round fat hands are meekly 
folded on the quiet breast. The hand of disease has 
stamped its impress on the face of the once beautiful boy, 
and the grave-robes are folded around the perfect little 
form so admired in life ; but the bud of beauty is gone to 
bloom in a more congenial climate — ^it was not allowed to 
unfold here — perhaps our sin-stained countiy was too 
cold ! 

We would not recalj thee from glory and bibs, 

Sweet spirit, to sorrow and sadness like this ! 

TOL viir. L 
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We \\ oul<l not recall thee ; no, lake thy glad flight 
Still oriuard 'tnid worlds of mysterious light. 

Strike louder your harp-strings, ye spirits of love ! 

• Ob, sweet be his welcome to region<4 above ; 

His soft voice of music the strain shall ]>r(>lo]ig, 

While answering angels repeat the glad song. 

In the Sabbath school to which little Tommy belonged, 
there was what was called ” a little prayer-meeting;” once 
a month, the female teachers gathered the girls around 
them to sing and pray in private, and exceedingly interest- 
ing was the sight, to behold the concentric circles of 
very little ones kneeling aronnd their teachers, who asked 
for blessings on their young heads. Two little boys were 
admitted among them, to aid in leading the singing, and 
dear little Tommy was one of them. The last hymn he 
joined in singing there, seemed like a shadow cast before to 
tell of the corning event — it was this : — 

Who are they whose little feef, 

Pacing life’s dark Journey through, 

Now have reached that Lenvcnly seat 
They bad ever kept in view ? 

I, from Greenland’s frozen land, 

I, irom, India's sultry plain ; 

1, from Afric’s burning sand, 

I, from islands of the main. 

All our earthly journey past, 

Ever)' tear and pain gone by ; 

Here together met at la^r, 

At the portal of the bky. 

Each the welcome *‘Come” awaits, 

Conquerors over death and sin ; 

lift your beads, ye golden gates, 

Let the little travellers in ! 

The nature of the disease sent to hurry little Tommy to 
the t6mb, precluded any of his friends from holding con- 
versation with him — the little mind often wandered, and so 
great was his weakness, when consciousness returned, he < 
could only speak in monosyllable^ and even these he could 
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not repeat; but most patient and quiet lay tfac.dear little 
fellow on his bed of death, now and then giving si^n of 
pain or thirst by saying, in a gentle voice, “ Oh dear ! ” 
Thus he lay, till the dark-winged angel came, and then so 
gently he passed from earth to the spirit-land, it seemed . 
like the natural sleep of a lovely infant ; but as the day 
was breaking, the anxious watchers could only say, Dear 
Tommy is gone ! ” 

One night, during the early part of his illness, there was 
a fearful thunder-storm, but young, d;> ing Tommy felt no 
feai — he letpiestcd the wmdow-curtain to be drawn back, 
and the candle to be extinguished, that he might the 
better see the vivid lightning. Ah, dear little boy ! thou 
art far above the thunder-cloud now; may we meet thee 
in the uncoirupted, undefiled land, where fear, and sin, and 
death, are for ever excluded. May the teais tiiat aie fall- 
ing ovvi the little grave of this beautiful Snb bath-school boy 
be snbmissiv c tears — leniembcring that he is folded safely 
in the great Shepherd’s arms. He who gave him has taken 
iiiiii, to induce us to tread the heavenward path , while we 
think and feel that '* God is love/* our load of affliction is 
lighteiK d. • 

“li:t me go, run tue day breaketii." 

The nioruing daiyin — dark shades are flying— 

Some are sleeping, and some are dying ; 

Angela aic hovering roniid a bed, 

AVljt le peacefully resG a blight young bend. 

On his listening ear sweet music fell, 

A'4 they bciU tbiir message of love to Udl. 

“ Little pilgiiin, Como, 'tis ibc dawn of day, 

We must lead you a bright, a shhilDg way, 

To a glorious home in yondier sky, 

'V\ here no tear can fall, and no heart can sigh. 

Tliy pilgrimage Ims hi i n bhort, bright boy-<^ 

Come quickly from caitU to share our joy ; 

We Will hold you hip,h o'er Jordan^s \»a^e, 

Tm tbo last sorrow that tliou must brave. 
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Coiift', tlie day brcakeih^-rtliy liArp is strung— 

Ttt oui home wiiere the praifre of the Lamb sung . 

Thou rest on our dear Master's breast, 

And With the redeemed be for evtr blest/’ 

Their missioti done — with aii/irelic jo> , 

In triumph tliey bear the bright-* j ed boy , 

'1 he N orld awakes to the opening day, 

Young Tommy’s biight spii it is far aiiv a) 

Sepiembei 6ih^ 185o. 

FRUITS OF A MOTHER’S EARLY TEACHING 
AND PRAYERS. 

We hare read with much interest the “ Memoir of Mr. 
Henry Althans, with the Address at the Gra\e» and the 
Funeral Sen ke/’ and for the encouragement of mothers 
will give a few extracts Prom the birth of this good man, 
his pious mother tclt and expressed the deepest concetti 
for his salvation. Often, m her" approaches to a throne of 
grace^ she dedicated little Henry to Jesus, and at the same 
time offered up the most earnest piayers that he might 
live to be useful. Ills history proves how literally and 
extensively these prayers weie answered. 

Henry was only five years old when his mother died, 
but her spiritual care for him had made a deep impiession 
upon his young heart. It was, therefore, in beaten she 
received the joyful iiiteUigence of the coniersiou of her 
son. Glonous truth I ‘‘There is joy among the angels 
in heaven over one sinner that repenteth,” and the conver- 
sion of Henry Althans increased their joy and the melody 
of their prats^. 

On the birth of her little Henry, Mrs. Althans thus 
writes May soogs of praise resound from my heart 
and tongue^ fpr the great deliverance the Lord has 
vouchsafed to me. 1 have dedicated toy child, body and 
soul, to Ilis service. When the poor iniknt was laid by my * 
side I could not help wie|nug ov<r it> while I prayed that 
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the Lord would take it under His protection, and give me 
grace to bring it up for Him/’ During tn illucsv, ^he 
wntes have taken my dear Henry into the country 
for change of air; the lov^y bloom which adorned •his 
cheeks is changed into a languid paleness. I have bteii 
for some weeks in what Youug calls the post of observa- ' 
tion — darker every hour. Lord! may it please thee to 
bless the moans used for his recovery, and grant me the 
happy privilege of bringing him up for thee. I do not 
destte to 4tee him ^reat, but I earnestly desire to atS him 
good*^ God gave Heniy the lequestod goodness, and 
goodness m him expanded into greatness, Thousands 
IV ere itd by his productions, and lu stature be became 
exalted above the cedars of Lebauou. 

The mother of Henry Althaus did not rest her hope on 
labour without prayer, nor on prayer without exertion 
She combined them both. A letter which Mrs* Althaus 
wrote to her children from her death*bed, appears to have 
formed Henry’s chaiacter ; and, under God, the hfc of 
Henry Althaus, whenever it is ( xhibitcd iii its true pecu- 
liarity, will bcrve above all other things to show the 
importance of a prayerful and diligent perrorniaacc of a 
mother’s duty. A vei-y few e\tr&c s from the dying 
mother’s letter must end our paper 

‘‘ When you are capable of reading tliese lines/’' says the 
departing inutijci, *‘the hand that wrote them will he moulder- 
ing into dubt Had God prolonged tny life, it would hu?e bci a 
my tkhuht to have iabCnictcd you m Hk fear. I cantioi leave 
thib a 01 Id without be<lu* athiiig to my beloved cbildsen a tew 
iUbtructioiaa — my dyiltg advice. I entreat yoa^ yea, I charge 
you, ab you shall answer it at the dreadful day ofyudgmynt, tJiat 
you love and serve yuut Goi} in sincerity ana truth. 1 
admonlbh you to love the Bible, to read it whh.attentiou, and 
pray that God may enlighten yoar understanding. The 
Prince of Peace was the sinotr’s otdy Frwmd. Ob, reject 
Him not, blit give ap yourselves wdlini^y to Uis service. « Be 
lowly m heart-^-love returenient — ^love the hoube and public 

worship of 
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AVe cannot gi\c moic of this good mother’s dying 
aducc, but* refer our friends to the little i^ork ; just 
rcmaiking, that her early training ^as remcuihcred, her 
pra}jer8 answered, and her son Henry became not only 
'•good” but ffrtat- lie hved along life— bononnng his 
hfiotlier’s God,- and doing good to the children of men ; 
and, doubtless, the mother and son are now rejoicing 
together in that better home where love is perfect. 
Mothers! be encouraged to worl: andpr^y, and pray ano 
woau, as did Henry Althans’ mother. Ye shall reaj>, if j e 
faint not. 

SAIUII LOVEJOY, AND HER PERPLEXITY. 

No. III. 

We have already said that Sarah Loiejoy was one of a 
large family ; she had a kind father, and an active and 
industnous managing woman for a mother. Under his 
influence, and with such an e\ample, Sarah soon became 
Miy useful at home, and wdl prepared to take the situa- 
tion which was offered in the family of her father’s em- 
ployer. 11 ('re her quiet, actiie habits soon made her a 
favourite Whntevci she did, she did well; she never left 
the dust 111 the corners ; for she thought of her mother’s 
observation, •' Whenever you slight anything, Sarah, db it 
where it may be seen ; taker care of deceit and trickery iij 
any shape.” 

Ill sickness Sarah was a kind and nifectionate nurse, 
'moving about wdth the stillness of a mouse, opening and 
shutting the doors so gently as not to disturb the suffering 
invalid ;«watcfaing with the kindest Attention their every 
want, and, if possibie, anticipating them. Sarah was 
ue\er known to by, when told to do A thing, ••it is not 
my work,” and refuse to do it. With such a disposition 
tliei^ were few difflcttilies, and the time passed not only 
quickly but pleasantly; mistress and maid were both 
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satis>fi(d, and neither thought of change* But one day 
the cun lilt of c\cnt3 most unexpectedly thrown out 
of ordir Saiah had been out upon an errand, and (acci- 
dent Hlv met a yoUbg man whom site had long known. 
They walked a httlc way togethei, and just aa they parted' 
he said something to her (we did not hear what it was), 
which seemed deeply to affect her She blushed, and 
walked hurriedly away ; hut the impression seemed to be 
deep, foi she sighed, and was unusually thoughtful 

One morning a gentle tap was heard at the drawing*^ 
room door Saiah entered, anl approaching with a pen- 
sive air, said she should be glad of her mistress’s advice, 
if she would kindly help her in a case of great perplexity. 
“ Well, Saiah, what la the motter^ what is it all about 
With so no hesitation, and much stammering, she at last 
said she had an offer of mariiage. ** Well, and pray who 
u the favoured one I hope you will not be angry, 
ma’am ” Oh* no, but jou haxe taken me a little by 
surpnse Who is it^” The name was rather hard to 
pionounic — at least, Sarah founl it so — and with diffi- 
cuhy got it out ** You ask my advice, Sirah^, but let 
me hist ask jou this, and tell me honestly— is it all 
settled “ No, indeed it is not.” Well, Sarah, I have 
never known you to speak anything but the truth, and 
therefore I believe you now.” " Indeed you may, ma’am.” 
** I certainly shall be sorry to part with you, for ybu suit 
me very well, and have always eonducted yourself with 
gieat propriety; yet 1 am not so selfish as to consider* 
myself alone, but Aoold be glad to see you well and com-^ 
fortably settled, I know something of the young man, 
and b^ev*e him to be very respectable. 1 wiU make 
inquiries, and let you know ” 

Sarah thanked her Uiistress, and withdrew, mueh re- 
lieved. Now this was all just as it should be, — a confidence 
by ihetsteivant, and a kind sympathy on the part of the 
mistress; would that it prevailed in every family! It 

L 2 
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wtild go far to prevent many unhappy marriasces ; never- 
theless, it must be confessed there is much diDiculty iu 
the w,ay, while poor human nature is what it is In due 
time Sarah was happily married, her mistress inalving her 
a present of five pounds as a token of respect and esteem. 
Twehe months happily ran their round, when the first 
bahy came to cement and increase their mutual love ; and 
walking in the fear of God, and the comfort of the Holy 
Ghost, they enjoyed peace and contentment. M. B 

COMING IlOMi:. 

Coming homb ! Glad words ^ Tho waters dash upon 
the prow of the gallant vessel. She stands upon the deck, 
and while the winds woo her ringlets looks nnxiousl} for 
tlie heafllands of home. In thought there are warm 
kisses on her lips, soft hands on her temph s , manly arms 
press her to a throbbing heart, and one voice, hneett*r than 
all the rest, whispers, “ Mv child ! Coming homo ^ Full 
to burstiiia; is her young heait, and she seeks the cabin to 
give her joy vent in blessed tears. 

♦ # # •» V 

Coming home! The best room is set apart for his 

chamber. Again and again have loving bands folded away 
the curtains, and shaken ottt the snowy drapery. The 
vases lire filled every day with fresh flowers, and e\ery 
evening tremulous, loving voices whisper, lie will he 
here to-morrow, perhaps*’^ At each meal the table is set 
with soperfiuotts care* The neuly-embroidered slippers, 
the rich dressiitg^own, the study-cap that he will like so 
well, arc prepared to meet his eye. That student brother ! 
He could leap the waters, and fly like a bird home 
Though he has seen all the splendour of olden cities, there 
is hut one spot that fills his heart, and that spot he will 
soon reach. Sweet bome.^* 
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Coming homo! What sees the sun-browjied Sailor^in the 
darkling waters ^ He smiles I ‘ There are pictures there of 
a blue-eyed babe aud its mother. llekOos^S that e^enj^iow 
his young wif<? sings the sweet cradle-song— * 

For I know that the angels will bring him to me.” 

He sees lur watching from her rottage door, he feels the 
beat of her heart in the poise of his own, when a familiar 
footfall touches only the threshold ot memory. The 
bronzed sailor lo\cs his home, as an eagle whose wing 
seeks ofteuesf the tracks of the air, loves best his mountain 
eyry II is treasures are there. 

1^ i! 4. 

Coming home! Sadly the worn Californian folds liis 
arm«i and sinks hack upon his fevered pillow. Wiiat to 
him is his } ellow gold T Oh ! for one sweet smile of 
kindred ! But that may not be. Lightly they tread by 
his bedside, watch the dim eye, moisten the }micbed lips. 

A pleasant face bends oVr him, a rough palm gently 
pushcb back the moist hair, and a familiar %oiee wliispers, 
Cheer up, my Iriend, wc are in poit; you are going 
home ” The film iails from the sick mauS e}e • Home 
is near ^ Can he be almost there ? A thrill sends the 
blood circling through his limbs Wbat^ shall he see 
those dear e\es before the night of darkness settles down 
for e^er I Will his babes fold their arms about him, and 
picss their cherry lips to his? Wlutt wonder if new vigour 
gathers in that manly chest? He ledts strcuigth in (very * 
nerve — strength toseacb home— strength to bear the over- 
whelming joy of meeting those dear ones. ^ 

* « Sc 4^ 

Coming home ^ The veiy words are rapturous— bear 
import of everything sweet and holy in the domestic life ; 
nay, more, they aie stamped with the seal of heaven ; for 
> angels say of the dying saint, “ He is coming home.” 
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THE BOYS.— No. III. 

THE nONnST BOY. 

Tii.\t is right, my boy/' said the merchant, smiling 
approvingly upon the bright face of his shop-boy. lie 
had brought him a dollar that lay among the dust and 
paper of the sweepings. “That is right,*’ he said again ; 

always be honest ; it is the best policy.” Should you 
say that ? ” ashed the lad, timidly. ‘‘ Should I say what 7 
that horu‘<tty is the best policy? "Why, it is a time- 
honoured old saying; 1 don’t know about the elevating 
tendency of the thing ; the spirit is rather narrow. I'll 
allow.” grandmother taught me,” replied the boy. 

'*She said, we should do right because God approved it, 
withoul thinking what man would say.” The merchant 
turmd abruptly towards the desk, and the thoughtful- 
faced litilo lad resumed his duties. 

Ill the course of the morning a rich and influential 
titizrn called at the shop. Wiule conversing he said, “ I 
jiavc lui children of luy own, and 1 fear to adopt one. My 
cxpeiittrce is, that a boy of twelve (the age I should prefer) 

is lixed in his habits, and if they are bad ” “Stop! ” 

faid tlie merchant, “ do you see that lad yonder ? ” With 
that noble brow ? Yes ; what of him ? ” ‘‘ He is re- 
markable ” “ Yes, yes ; — that’s what everybody tells 

me who lias boys to dispose of. No doubt he’ll do very 
well before your face. I’ve tried a good many, and have 
been deceived more than once.” “ I was going to say,” 
remarked the merchant, calmly, “ that he is remarkable for 
principle. Never have 1 known him to deviate from the 
right, Sir — never. He would restore a pin ; indeed (and 
the merohanl coloured) he’s a little too honest for my 
employ. He points out flaw's in goods, and I cannot teach 
him prudence in that respect. Common prudence, you -■ 
know, is— is— common — common prudence— ahem ! . 
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The sti anger made no assent, and the merchant hurried 
on to saj, ‘‘Ilewas a parish orphan~taken bj aq old 
woman out of pity, wlien yet a babe. Poverty has been 
hib lot No doubt he has sulTered from hunger and cold 
uncounted times ; his hands have been frozen, so have hi» 
feet. Sir, that boy would ha\c died rather than been 
dishonest. I can’t account for it, upon my word 1 can*t.*’ 
“ IIa\e you any claim upon him ? ** “ Not the least in the 

world, except what common benevolence offers. Indeed, 
the boy is entirely too good for me.** “ Then I will adopt 

him, and if I ha’ve found one really honest boy, thank , 
God! ’* 

The lutle fellow rode away in a carriage, and was ushered 
into a luxurious home; and he wrho had sat shivering in. a cold 
corner, listening to the words of a poor old pious creature 
who had been taught of the Spirit, became one of tbc best 
end greatest divines England ever produced. ''They that 
honour me, I will honour.’* 


A DAY WITH THE COTTAGER’S WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE.—No. XIV. 

IIIL CHILD CIIASrENED. 

A ( 111] D has rebelled, and must be corrected ; the father, 
who would so lo\irigly shield his child from evciy pain, 
must now himself mflict pain, for he believes the tyords of 
the wise man, Whoso spareth the rod hateth his sou; 
but he that luveth him chastenetfa him betimes.” This 
chastening is another picture ot God’s dealings with His 
childten. '^My son, despke not tliua the chastening of 
the Lord, nor faint wheu thou art rebuked of Him: fpr 
whom the Loi^d loictli He chastcueth, and acoui|;^b 
every son whom lie rcceheth Ifje endure chastening, 
God deakth with }ou as with sons; for what son & he 
whom the Father chasteneth not { But if yc be without 
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IS THIS SUNDAY MORNING, MOTHRR ? 


chastisement, whereof all are partakers, then are ye bastards, 
and not sons* Furthermore, we have had lathers of our 
flesh which corrected us, and we gave them reference: 
shall wc not much rather be in subjection unto the Father 
of spirits, and live ? For they venly lor a few days 
cluisteAed as after their own pleasure; but He for our profit, 
that we might be partakers of His holiness.*’— Heb. xii. 
.5—10. 


THE THORNS UNDER THE POT. 

A little brushwood is put on the fire to make the kettle 
boil quickly. The fiame bums briskly, the whole cottage 
looks bright and cheerful, but in a few minutes it is gone, 
and the hearth is as dull as it was before. ** As the crackling 
of thorns under a pot, so is the laughter of the fool ; tiiis 
also isTanitv.” — Kccles. vii. 6. The tool has bis jdeabure — 
the Bible never denies that — but of what sort is it ? Noisv, 
boisterous, soon gone ; it is only the crackling of thorns 
under the pot. 


IS THIS SUNDAY MORNING, MOTHER? 

^Tiiis was the weekly question of my dear Sarah Ann, as 
soon as her eyes opened from their night’s rejiose, and met 
the moniiug light. And, mothers, I think there was some* 
thing delightful in the question. Have you not, mothers, 
had your ears arrested by a similar question on the Lord’s- 
day morning, by some little one that you loved as dearly as 
your own^soul, and did you not think that there was some- 
thing very.delightful in the voice that spoke, as well as the 
question put? ‘*ls this Sunday morning, mother, and shall 
I go to Sunday school with my brother 7” And although 
that {ittle voice is now silent, and the body resting in Uie 
cold, cold grave, still the question rings in the ears ; still 
the voice seems to speak ; and although those little feet 
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rest beneath the clod, still they appear to be ronain^ side 
by side with that brother whom she loved, 

Ah ! oil ha\u I, in my lonely hours, thought it to be but 
a dream, a vision of the night, which will pass away with 
the opening dawn. But ah ! alas ! it is no dream, it is * 
an experimental fact, that my dear little one*, ao lovely, so 
blooming, so promising, should in two days and two hours 
he cut down like a dower — for in two hours after asking 
the abo\ e question, typhus fever set ui, and on the follow- 
ing Tuesday her Saviour gathered Ilis little lamb to Him- 
self, at the age of fi\e years and seven months. -The last 
address she heard was from her Own minister, when he 
ad<lresse(I the Sunday-school chttdren; the text was, 
Suffer little childrcMi to come unto me, and forbid them 
not, for of such is the kingdom of heaven.’* 

My dear child loved the house of God, her minister, 
her teacher, her brother, and her parents, and was always 
delighted with hearing pieces of Tht others* Friend read 
to her , theri^foi e, tlic sudden loss of such a child is all the 
more felt. But it is ail light— -she cannot return to me, but 
I shall go to her. Mothers! train your children up in the 
way that thc> should go. M. A* C« 


THE ANGELS OP THE CHILDHEN,.i. 

** For I say anto you, that in heaven their angels r*o always behold 
the face of my Father which is m heaven/'— Mdtt. ;ifvm. 10. 

Smilb on, ye happy ones ! smile on, in spoitive inno- 
cence, over the graves, it may be, of some who loyed you 
dearly ! Emblems of all that is bright and joyous in this 
world of ours ; emblems chosen by Him, who also onOe 
lived a child and dwelt among men, for the illustration 
of the purest and most heavenly of His tnitlis. lie wjio, 
when lie would teach a lesson oi His own divine humi- 
lity, took a child, and set him in the midst of His disci- 
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E\nL\ TEACHING. 


pIco, iivill receive, in Ilis infinite coudebcensiou^ c%en }on, 
oh, little children ? lie, Tivho mid the toils of His i^an- 
derings, the eight of His mission, and the shadow of 
Ilis approacljing passion, received the infant treasim s of 
•those Jewish mother^, will lay His hands of blessing on 
your heads. 

Oh, ye treasured ones! lie who. an c\ample of tiaii- 
quilhty in niotlul peril, slept the untroubled sleep of a 
child while the slorm rose, and the ansjry waves thicatened 
to engulf the trembling vessel, will guide with His com- 
foiting presence your little barks o’er life’s weary ocean j 
th.it so, having safely stemmed the waves of this trouble- 
«uiiic woild, you may find a good anchorage in tliat distant 
hnvcu, and prove to your everlasting joy that of such is 
the kingdom of heaven.” 

Peace bt with the little children! To how many hcaits 
me thev the messengers of mercy ^ To how many weary 
souls do they bring, glad tidings of good things^ Ilow 
often do they prove little evangelists of hope, telling of a 
world bevond this sordid planet, of an existonee beyond 
our }»u>enl toiUouie state, to enter which we must, ere 
we can l^ope to do so, imitate the undoubting trust, the 
humility and love of these little ones, and like them 
“ enter the kingdom of heaven ” 

{To be concluded nezt month ) 


EARLY TEACHING. 

t 

Om of chose events which pass silently within the 
bo*;om of Christian families, but which re-appear, in the life 
of their members, in blessed and memorable fruit, is thus 
described : — 

He was about nine years of age, when one day, in pass- 
ing his mother’s door, be heard her engaged in earnest 
pra\cr for her family, and for himself by name. He 
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thought, My mother is more earaest that I should be 
saved, than 1 am ^or my own salvation/’ In that hour he 
became decided to servo God, and the impression then 
made was never effaced. 

Uappy that sun, whose heart is daily moved towards the ^ 
ways of God by a mother’s holy walk, au4 whose salva* 
tion is the daily burden of a mother’s fervent prayer ! 
And happy that mother, whose sou does not steel his 
heart against her solicitude ! ** It was early,” many a 

mother would perhaps think, to be concerned about the 
conversion of a good, welhconductcd boy, when he was 
only nine.” Pcihajis, had you been as much concerned 
for the conversion of your boy when he was good and well- 
conducted, he might have been good and well-conducted 
still. “ It i& tarly,” many a son will probably think, ** to 
be anvious about a future life, while I am yet so young.” 
Perhaps, if you defer now because it is too early, you will 
in a few years abandon the thought altogether, because 
it is too late.” 

On his peaceful death-bed, after a useful and prosperous 
life, Samuel Uudgett could say, 1 feel as if I was a poor 
sinner saved through my dear mother’s prayers, the 
pra;yers of my friends, and my own poor feeble prayers, 
offtred through Christ . — From “ The Succe$aful Merchant,** 


THE SPOILED CHILD. 

1 KNOW a little boy, of four years of age, who, although 
an interesting chilcT, I am sorry to relate is very passionate. 
I have been an eye-witness to some outimrsts of passion, 
and manifestations of a sti^-necked obstinacy in him, which 
have quite shocked me ; the more so, because I discovered 
that these lamentable faults are the results of a defective 
e\ercibe of parental authotity. I have seen his little hc$ 
distorted with passion, because bis mother at the tea-table 
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filled his srnall cup too full. I have also heard him scream 
franiicUlIy, because the butter on his bread was not thick 
enough, and lie was not allowed to help himself to more. 
I attribute the blame to the parents, because they did not 
4m such occasions make him submit , aud because t ha\e 
seen the little fellow act good>humouredly and subinissn cly 
when his parents were not present. If any mother rtads 
this who has such a child, let her remember that, as he 
grows older, his insubordination and ungoverned passion 
may deprive her of much comfort and repose, aud perhaps 
result in the utter rum of both bodv and soul of the unfur- 
tunatc youth. “ Chasten thy son while there is \et hope, 
aud let not thy sonl spare for his crying.” — Prov. xix. 18. 

A Fribno to Childbcx. 


THE CHILD AT PLAY. 

A Lin LB child was running about in the room, making 
for itself many a childish sport aud pleasure, It coined 
for itself money put of fragments of earthenware ; of some 
wood chips it built a house ; it made a horse of a broom, 
and a child of a painted doll. Tlie father sat at the 
table, and had many a weighty affair to think of, which be 
yras e\aminingand bringing into order — affairs which should 
one d<iy be of great importance to that sporting child. The 
child often ran to him, put many a childish question to 
him, or asked him lor this and that object, which it needed 
•for its play. The father answered but little, but proceeded 
meanwhile in his work, keeping always a watchful eye 
over boy, lest he should fall and get some serious 
hurt. And Gotthold saw ail this, and thought, *^Heie 
is a very pretty emblem <rf the Fatherly providenee of God. 
We old children run about in the world, and play oft- 
timps mmre foedtshly than the iHtle ones: we plant and 
pitick up, we ride and drive, we eat and drink, we sing 
and play^ and do great things, over which God must 
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keep special watch. Meanwhile He, the All-knowing^ site 
and wiites our day in Dis book* and orders everything 
that 13 to befd us. lie arranges all for our good, aod at 
the s*ainc time keeps always a vigilant eye on us and on « 
our child's play, that we may recche no fatal injury. M/ 
God, i>uch knowledge is too wonderful for me, and too 
high ; 1 cannot attain to it : but 1 will still praise thee for 
it. Leave me ne\er, O my Father, out of thy care and 
o\ersight, moie ebpecially when, like such a thoughtless 
child, I am ready to belia^e foolishly.** 


DOES YOUll CHILD OBEY YOU, MOTHEft? 
No. 111. 

1 vRRi\iD at John*s cottage just as he had finished his 
dinner, Hannah was nursing the baby attentively, and 
the mother wab putting awny. 1 will lose no time, my 
friend, in telling my errand ; it is to talk with you on the 
bringing up of yonr children, and to preag, the necessity of 
training them according to God’s WoriF Sir, it is all 
my desire ; if they are but the children of God, Tm happy 
about all else.** ** May I ask» do you endeavour to do it, 
as well as desire it V* " I do. Sir ; I’ve a sad hindrance-*^ 
I’ve my work to mind; and when I’m away I’m forced to 
lea>e them to their mother; and she grieves me sore in 
this, — that we are not of one mind, and she don’t see, 
and I can't make her see, how needful it is that we be 
agieed; so as fast as 1 get a bold of the children she 
uiidoes it all again, |t’s hard to think of, bringing 
children into the world to see them run headlong ,to 
destruction.” ** It is, indeed i but what’s the reason your 
Wife doesn’t see what is best?'* don't know,” he said, 
with a sigh, **sbe frets and teases; the children can i^ever 
please her-^either tlwj do nought, or nothing rijyA/* 
scolds from morning to night, and yet n^er inakoft them 
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do ought a& she'd ha\e them. If they’ie to be thta^^hcd, 
Vm to thrash them , and then, when I’d thorn do, bhe 
won't ha\c them touched, and though tlic childieii would 
do ought 1 to^d them she ULvei gets them to mind her.” 

On lieaiiug this, 1 tuiiud to the woman and said, ‘‘Do 
eiidca\our to be; of tlu same mind with your husband, and 
resolutely biing up youi children in the ftar and love of 
God.” “I wish 1 could make them obedient — Johu 
knows that’s all I want” “I tell }ou what, I suspect, 
first, that you never think ol God in this matter — }ou 
juitk^r desire to make your children serve Him, uoi do so 
yourself. > And next, that } on are exceedingly indolent, 
and do not like the tiouble of training them in the right 
waj*” “I don’t know, Sir; hut I’m sure I heat them 
oft, and tell them what to do.” “ What makes Ilaniiali 
imist tne baby so well now?” Oh ! becai^e her father 
js herv. Slie kuow's Ae itiV have it done as hosajis’'' 
“But Hannah,” I said, “hov much hap})*er it would be, 
if you always obejod both fathci and mother btcmsc the 
Lord has ordered you to do so. Will you try?” She 
whimpered “Yes* 


EXAMPLE IS BETTER THAN PllECEPT. 

» The parent who would train up a child in tlie way he 
should go, must go in the way that he would train up the 
child. Aye, an ounce of example ib worth whole tons of 
pTecc}>t — end there would be a groat saving of ‘scoldings 
and whippings, if peojile could learn to govern theinsehos 
before they undertook to gvvein others. Be a living lesson 
111 } our mvn proper person, and there is little fear but that 
those who look up to you will follow in your footsteps ; 
but if you undertake to bullj and thump childrui into the 
practice of virtues which with you are only mnttcis of 
theory, the Success of the experiment is veiy doubtful, to 
say the least of it. 
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Children are much more likely to act as you act| than 
to act as jousny; and you will often find theih as a 
mirror, in which your own faults are reflected, and it may 
be, ejiaggerated. Go, therefore, in the way in which you 
would tram up a child, leading with all due consideration * 
for the weakness and ine'^perience of the feeble ones who 
are thus called upon to follow — not expecting too much 
from untried limbs, or rebuking too harshly the mis-steps 
and stumblings of those who aie so much weaker than 
j ourself M. B. 


HINTS ON EDUCATION.— No. 11.^ 

Ir should be especially inculcated, that the dictate of 
conscience is never to be sacrificed ; that, whatever may be 
the consequences of conforming to it, they are to be 
ventured Obedience is to be unconditional. It is* ira- 
{lortant so to regulate the understanding and imagination 
of the young, that they may be prepared to obey eien 
where tliey do not see the reasons of the commands of 
God. We should certaftily endeavour, where we can, to 
show them the reasons of the Divine commands^ and this 
moie and more as their understandings gain strength ; hut 
let it be ob\ious to them, that we do ourselves consider it 
as quite sufficient if God has commanded us to do or 
aioid anytlung 


BEANS IN BLOSSOM. 

WncN the bcaUs are in blossom they give forth a very 
sweet and lovely odour, which the wind wafts to, us often 
from afar; and as Gotthold once smelt this sweet perfume, 
he recollected how he had read somewhere that the islands 
of Ceylon, Madagascar, and others, on which costly spiccs 
grow ill abundance, send forth such a powerful fragcauca 
that people can frequently sooner smell these islands than 
see them. Thereupon, with a hearty cheerfulness be Said, 
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** M} God, if these earthly fruits can } iel J mo such a 
chann^ what can I expert from the hea\ only Ah! how 
many fragrant airs do thy faithful ones enjoy, brought 
out ot the laud of life by the heavenly Pentecostal wind, 
thy gracious Spirit ! Therein they have a sample and a 
forctnstr of blessedness, and were it not for that, how 
might they endure so great tribulation? ” 

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

1MPOai\N<r 01 A ?1BM RELlOT0L« Ul I 11 I . 

Sitt lltMiMitti'i Daw, hIjo was no recluse, no fanatic, 
blit a man eminent as a scholar and a phllo^^opher, said, 
envy no (pialities of the mind or intellect in (»tliers, nor 
genius, nor power, wit or fancy ; but if I could choose what 
would be most delightful, and I believe most useful to me, 
I should prefer a firm religion belief to every othet 
ing: —for it makes life a discipline ot* goodness , creates new 
hopes when all earthly hopes vanish, and throws over the 
decay, the destruction of existence, the most gorgeous 
of lights; awakens life ill death j* and calls out from cor- 
ruption and decay, beauty and everlastiug gloiy/’ 

MOTHERS. 

I think it must somewhere he written, that the virtues 
cf mothers shall occasionally be visited on their children, 
as well as the sins of fathers. — Dickens, 

A OBEAT MAN*S OPINION 

. The glorified spirit of an infant is the star to guide the 
mother to its own blissful home. The^ future destiny of 
the child is always the work of the mother — Napoleon /. 

NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

A 1a)h*j Jj)ok Ahead. Bf Arthvr S. Roe. London Simpkin 
Co 

0»K* ot the Ran and Read Library ** books, and as interesting 
and iiistxuctive as any we have seen of tbem. It is a i cry useful book 
to present to young people. 



KVEllY IIBART KNOWElli n» U\v« 
BITTERNESS.— No, HI. 

Lk'j iook at another scene of ilcep afUietion. The good 
Lf{;h Itii'hiivond lellji a Uile of in the liornc of his 
diiklliOod — “♦Mr mother,” lie ^ays, “liad six ciiildrei\;i 
three oi‘ 'whom died in inlmiey. Avery alTecting circuni- 
^tane'‘ nci .fin|i:mied the (tenth of niie of them, and was a 
severe trial to her. The youngest child, n sweet little boy, 
just two years old, was, through the (‘arelessnuss of hw 
juirse, precipitated from a brd-rooin window upon the 
})avenient heiieatli. 1 was at that time six years of agf^, 
and happened to he walking on the very spot when the 
distressing tw ent occurred. 1 was, therefore, the first to take 
up, and deliver into our agonized mother’s arms, the little 
sufferer — the head was fractured, and he only survived a 
tew hours. 

“ I have a very distinct remembrance of tlie struggle 
hetwmi the tiafural feelings of the and iiio spiriiual 

resignation of the C4r(>/zaA-r-she passed the sad it)ierval of 
suspense in almost continual prayer, and found God a 
present help iu time of trouble* Frequently during that 
day did she retire with me, and, as 1 knelt by her side, shc^ 
uttered the feelings and desires of her heart to God. 1 re- 
member her saying, ‘ If J cease praying five minutes I am 
ready to sink under this unioohed-for distress i but, when ^ 
I pray, God comforts mc-*^IIi8 will, not mine, be done.’ 
Once she said,* * Help me to pray, iny child — Christ sutlers 
little children to come to Him, and forbids them tiRt — say 
.oinethiug.’ ^ What shall I say, mamma ? Shall 1 fetch a 
hook?* ‘Not now,* she replied; ‘speak from your 
heart, and ask God that we may be ri'coneiled to His will, 
and hear the trial with patience.' 

“ The (lay after the infant's death, she took me to the 
bed on which my little brother lay, and kneeling^own, she 
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wept for a few minutes in silence, and then taking his cold 
hand in one of hers, and mine in the other, she said, ^Lord, 
if it had not been thy good pleasure it had not been thus ; 
4;hy will be done ! I needed this heavy trial to show me 
more of myself, and to wean me from the world ; forgive 
my sins, O God ! and let me not murmur ! * Then looking 
at the cherub countenance of her babe, she added, ‘ Thou 
art not lost, but gone before ! ’ She then put his little 
hand into mine, and said, ' If you live, my child, never 
forget this, and may I meet you both one day in heaven.' 
To the end of her life she wore a little locket attached to 
her watch, containing a lock of her poor little Henry’s 
hair, and she often looked at it and spoke of it as a remem- 
brance of God’s goodness to her at a most trying season.” 

We see, in the case of this e.xccllent woman, how easily 
God can hold us above the deepest waters of attiiction; but 
I hear another mother say, Ah, Mrs. Richmond had a 
husband left to comfort and cheer her by his presence and 
counsel, but I was left alone to meet the dreadful storm.” 
Aye, every heart knows its own bitterness. 

“My case,” says the youthful widow, “was more trying 
still ; 1 lost tlie guide of my youth just as life looked bright 
and beautiful — when least expected, a dense dark cloud 
came over my new and happy home, and earth became to 
me a dreary and barren wilderness,” ‘‘Nay,” says 
another, “ your sorrow was less heavy than mine, for I was 
'left to struggle on alone with six fatherless children, amidst 
deep sorrow and deep poverty.” “ AK but I was left a 
hoary-headed widow,” says another, “ when 1 most needed 
a companion to lean upon in descending the hill of life ; 
but I stood alone in the heartless world, mourning over 
tfac^raves of husband, children, and all my near relatives, 
not one dear one left to close my weary, weepiug eyes.” 
Well ; every heart knows its own bitterness. 

Listen to the history of one who liad experienced some 
of life's bitterest trials. “1 entered a cottage,” says a 
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lady, “ to pay a to an aged Cliristmii. , After some 
little cha( I remarked, * You are near the end 6f your 
journey — hoi^ does the prospect appear to \oii? ’ * I have 

notliing,’ ‘aid she, Mo speak of, but goodness and mercy 
in F'^vieviing the past, and only gtatiiude and praise foa 
the present. I ha^v not now a aush in the* worlds and I do 
not want tv ‘Not a wish ! end do not want to wish!’ 

I looked round upon th« neat cottnue ; not a cirju t — not a 
sofa. All was plain, neat, coniiortable. ‘ Your Ide has 
been one of great trial and soiiow/ said I, ‘how is it that 
you ha\e ani\ed at tln^ trulj singular and enviable con-^ 
dition ? ’ ‘It has, indeed, been a life of severe 'iliscifdine/ 
she replied ; ‘ but oh, how merciful ! When I was left 
widow, and the account came to me that my husband was 
dead, on a foreign shore, and all our propeity at once swept 
awaj, my heart rebelled — it was more than 1 could bear, 
to look at my seven orphans, some of them mere infants, 
an<l think thet their father was gone, and I wdt>hcd then 
that I tnoi, dead, I knew not linn who has since proved 
llinis<ll the God of the widow; but in that dark night 
lie drew near and called me first to Himself, and then bade 
me dunk of the living wafers which flow fioni II is blessed 
Word, that I migiit thirst no inoie. But this was not 
enough ; lie opened a way for me to feed and clothe my 
children, and keep them all with me. Year after year He 
sustained mo, and I have seen my children grow up and 
All us( fill bituations in society ; and some of them lie has 
still better provided for — they are where they hunger no 
rnoie, and thitst no more, hut are with the Lamb before the 
throne; — and now wliy should 1 wish ' 1 dare, not, lest 

1 desire something which migiit not please my heavenly 
Fathei. 1 can think of no place in the wideunivrrse where 
I should not be happy, if Uta hand led me there 1 dcbire 
Him to do just as He pleases with me — 1 would gotojiim 
now elieci fully ; and I often think, as 1 turn into my little 
room, I should like to die all alone with God, if it is IIIf 
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will ; but if Ifc plenses, 1 can live on for years longer/ 
Well, thought 1, Mich strains sound like heavenly inasic, 
she cannot long be separated from bet kindred spiiits — and 
bo tfie e\ eiit ])rovcd. A few wc'eks more passed away, when 
• an injury recehod from a tall laid lier upon her bed to rise 
no more. Dui^ng her few days of suffering, she met every 
one who called with a radiant smile, telling them that the 
Master had eent the jo\ fill summons, and she was ha^ten> 
ing away ! Heady to depart, bbe caught op the louder, 
sweeter song to Him who loved lier as she passed through 
death's poitnls; ami if hcawi lejoieed to ierei\e lier, 
earth might well have wept to lose so much effectual 
prayer.” 


aTEPMOTHEU.S.-~No. V. 

*• J\NrT, dear, 1 have something to say to you,” said 
Miss Ik to a little motheikss girl. Janet obeied, and 
followed the lady into the dining parlour with a smiling 
face. Miss B. was the cousin of Janet's motler, and 
she had taken that mother's place in the hearts «t Janet 
and her sister Laura ever since that mothei’s death. “ Sit 
down, dear; you must not he in a hurry “Oh * cousin 
dear, what has happened? You look so pale; are >ou ill!” 
“ No, dear, I am a little agitated, that is nil 1 want to 
tell yon that I am going away to-morrow morning.” •* No, 
no, dear cousin, I hope not and poor Janet fell on Miss 
B.’s neck, weeping. Stop, dear, you wmihl not allow 
me to finish niy speech. 1 am coming back again in a 
week or two. to stay, I hope, a long, long time.” “ Oh I 
then I ani glad !'* and Janet danced and laughed. “Would 
you like to call me mamma, Janet?” asked Miss B., 
while a tear stole down her pale cheek. “Oh! that I 
sjwmd, dear darling cousin! now 1 think I can guess the 
rcstf Papa is going to be married to you — is that the funny 
, secret V* Yes. e\ea so, my dear girl ; now run and call 
Lanra, and we will talk all the matter over.'’ 
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A^Jiy bounded Janet, eallinjr, Laura, ^ Laura ! ** 

Having fonnd her, sljc thiew her aims round her neck, 
Racing, “Come, come to dear cousin; slic tv ill tell you 
something that 'will make you cry, and thin she will tell you 
something mine to make }ou laugh— come quickly/’ The, 
two youn*^ sisters wtre soon at Miss 11/ s side, and she 
began talking to Laura as she Imd done to her elder sister, 
and as Janet had prophesn d, Laura wept at the thought of 
Mi&s II. going away ; then came tlie laugh, and botli girls 
jumped n und the tahie in an ecstacy ot delight Miss B 
then led them to a wardrobe, where appealed two little 
white silk hoiUiCts h\ tJic ssde of one of huger (Innonsious 
“Ohl Lama, look there ^ — I know, 1 know we arc going 
to be the two little bridesmaids, aie weuut, dear cousin^” 
“Yes, It IS (\fn so intended by }ourdtni papa and myself, 
if ton like the plan.” “Like it! Oli! yes; joy, joy. 
Oh ! 1 will dance and sing all day ” 

TJic next morning gave these dear cbildrcu a step- 
motlur, and foi a lew vears there was neier seen a more 
happy iauiil) , but, like all the light scenes of earth, this 
hapf)\ state o( things could not lust. A cloud came over 
the home suii:»hiiio, the kind stepmother was stricken by 
the band ot death, and alter a painful aud lingering illness, 
she went up to join the assembly of the *‘just made 
perfect/’ leaMug the home again very desolate These 
dear girls are women now, and one is a mother; but they 
delight to talk of the dear cousin who was almost adored 
by them, while she was allowed to be a comfort to them as* 
a stepmother. 

EARLY LESSOTfS FOR YOUNG MOTHERS. 

No. V. 

An infant should ever be addressed with mild dseerfuU 
ness, and treated with that uniform kindness of which it is 
conscious at a very early age, as those ol us who have obsmed 
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infancy know full well. Then again, young mother, you 
must accustom even infants to rei^ign immediately what- 
ever^ou do not wish them to letain, and to be refused 
whatever is unfit for you to giant. At the same tiii(?e we 
'ought notlo &(ck occasions for practising this lule; then 
are more than enough in tlie natural course of things. 

It is wise sometimes to turn the attention of a lery little 
child from an object of earnest desire, to something else of 
interest. If the little creatine is old enough to understand 
a little story, this mode of amusi incut will often be more 
. acceptable than any other Are j ou at a loss, young 
mother, for a irue stor> * Tell } our litth one of young 
Samuel liMiig in the temple; of Joseph and his biethren ; 
of ihi holy bahe alerjiing in the manger, irathcr up frag- 
ments fiom your own early history, and toll also of dear 
little ones whom you may ha\e known. 

I f y our tlnld fall into a passion of tears because a storm pre- 
vents a walk 01 a game, thcic is loason to fear you have either 
taught him to use teais as wca})onsol conquest, or to con- 
sider yoni lUnials as ''Oraelimes the fruits of harshness or 
capiice. A motliirN conduct should always be nnalteiable 
as the law of iuH\sMty, and gentle as the law ot kindness , 
then will the little ones feel Io\e and icspeit lor her. 


SAHA II LOVEJOA , OK, TIJE FIKST BAKY. 
iSo IV 

Till’ intioductiou of n htMe helplesT stranger made a 
in the quiet, but well-regulated home of 
SaralHEovejov. A host of new cares and anxieties sprang 
up; if befoie she found she had plenty to do, and that it 
rcquiicd some management to keep all things straight, now 
it lijecame doubly difficult ; for the common duties of the 
household must be still pei formed, and with the sami* 
regularity, whilst the many wants of the fiist-born must be 
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all cased for , and who but a }Oung mother can do* more 
than gi\ c a feeble guess at the amount of those cares ? 
Theie is the uew-boni love for the first time auakeued, 
the tender solicitude, the ever- wakeful anxiety ; sec how 
silently she goes about her w'ork, how uoiseles^sly she passes 
to and fro from the Lttle back-}ard. No slamming of 
doors, shaking the house from tiie top to the bottom ; yea, 
the btreet-door is carefully shut, lest the noise on the out- 
side should disturb the precious slumberer. 

Ilei hands are busy preparing to receive her husband, 
and with what new delight does she anticipate his coming ! 
not now siinjily my dear husband, but the father of niy 
prceioius baby. Her bosom swells with delight as she 
iieaii hi^> footsteps; and the anxiety appears to be sym- 
pat! tlie, for the door opens gently, and his inquiring eye 
seems to say, ‘‘ Well, how i> baby t And there is a 
teudeinesa of feeling which shows his lore for his wife. 
“ Bab^ is asleep, dear.” Tliere is the same air of comfort 
aboul evci} thing, and they sit down to their pleasant meal 
with thankful hearts and jo}s they never knew" before. 

What a meiey it is, barab, that you are so well, and 
ible to g t about so soon,” said the kind husband. In- 
deed it IS, 111} d.ear , 1 find 1 am wanted mgre than ever. 
There’s bab} ei}ing.” Ilir quick Cc^r caught the gentle* 
sound, aiid uji she rushed to tend the wants of the help- 
less stranger ; pressing him to her bosom, she brings him 
down with all a mothcr’a pride to show him to his father. 
There he is, a httle^embryo man ; his bright eyes open and 
shut, but there is little intelligence in them yet ; his tiny 
arms move feebly, but who will undertake to r^ad the 
destinies of that child, or say w hereunto be shall grow? 
That body and that mind may take a stand-point in the 
history of the world, and thrih to its extremities for good 
or for evil. 

Dear little fellow,” said the father, ” we have a solemn 
and important charge committed to our trust, ^ Sarah,” 
m2 
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“ Indeed •we have, my dear ; may God give us grace tc 
bring him up in His fear.” *‘Ah! we need help from 
abgve. I have often thought what helpless mortals weave 
when first brought into the world ; how entirely dt^pendept, 
and how long it is before we can do anythii g for ourselves. 
We are by faV the slowest of all animals. Why that sparrow ^ 
there, that is fluttering his wings and hopping after his 
mother on the tiles, is but a few weeks old, and will soon 
be sent to get his own living, while this little baby will take 
months of tender nursing, and years of care and anxiety. 
But my lime is up, and I have never jet been shut out or 
lost a quarter, and I am sure it won't do now 1 liavc^ a wife 
and child to work for, so I must be off. Good-bye, wife, 
may the Lord bless and keep both you and baby.’* •* Good- 
bye, my dear, I shall long for jour return.** M. B. 


GARING FOR IRHE OUTCASTS. 

RESCUK FROM X VICIOUS U7E. 

Standing on the steps of a house one evening, 1 was 
struck with the countenance of a young woman who was 
passing. She was in company with several females, who, 
^ it was easy to see, were of a vicious class, and yet her 
countenance was not wholly despoiled of its natural 
modesty. It evinced a good disposition, and I could not 
but feel that such a womani in her heart, must loathe a life 
of vice. Instantly there flashed through my mitid a 
strong desire to aave her from her wrenched course, and I 
venhiced to apeak to her. 

«l)o you prefer this kind of lifef* 1 n$ked. Not by 
any means,’* was 'her answer, Would you rather live a 
decent, honest life “ Yes, 1 had mnbh rather^” How 
Iqng have you fdflowod 'thisH^diirse?’^ Three moflths 
and a half.” She rexnembeTed the evil day. It was the 
first of April ; a dark, raiogr day, fit beginning for a fife of 
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such g^oo n ard m serj- S5hc liad be3ii betrsjrd, and as 
i^oon as she <i)^olse t) a ( onscicuu^ness of her bituatmn, she 
jilunged into this course in a fit cf despair. Slic spoke 
freely of her dreadful fall, and I was convinced that she 
WAS honest in her story, and sincere in her wish fto ho, 
reformed. I looked at her with unutterahlc sadness and 
fity. She was “ ao youn^ and so fair." Oidy nineteen 
years of age, and alieady on the road to death and hell ! 
Slie felt all the horrors of her situation. She was not 
without religious feeling, for she belonged to n good 
family, and had been religiously educated; and she 
trembled at the thought that her soul would be lobt if she* 
kept on her present course. 

Until tl>e one wrong step, a few months before, she had 
led a \irtuous life, and now she detested and aUiorrcd the 
course into which she had been ensnared. But how to 
escape from it vrbs the difficulty. I proposed to her to go 
to a House of Industry, as a place of refuge, until we 
could find her a home in the country. To this she gladly 
assented, and I promised to call for her the next evening. 

At the hour appointed I went, but could not find her. 
Three times I called, but each time was deceived by the 
\ile woman who kept the den of infamy. At last 1 left 
word, so that it should get to her, and the next evening I 
succeeded in finding her* 1 took her to the House. T 
then wrote a request for her clothes, which she signed. 
As it seemed best to obtain her effects as qhickly as 
possible, 1 hurried to the Police Station, and at once made 
known my errand; a police-cfiiicer was ordered to accom* 
pany me. At the house, we procured the bag^sge Tery 
i^adily by pFcsenting the paper, going to her former fCoom, 
and unlocking it with a key which she furnished us. 
The trunk was a heavy one, and no porter to be bad ; so 
1 took it ou my own shoulders and carried it away. 

In the street I found a boy to help me with* jthe 
htirden; and we did not stt^ till we had placed it in 
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butfiy. A* week after, I called to tee this young woman, 
bliie iiianift^stcd the greatest joy at hir rescue, and was 
liappy ill her jirebtiit home. She took delight in the 
evercisiOb of the scliool, and especially in the services of 
the Sabbath, and exjire-ssed her firm resolve to live hcre- 
aiiei a Christian life. 1 inipicssed upon her the import- 
ance ot aiming, not only at a life of purity and \irtue, but 
also ot piety aud prayer. Soon after this interview we 
pruciitxd ior her siu excellent situation, and she now 
reriiowd to the coiiiitr} . No one will ever know anythin^ 
ot her foniior history, only tltat she was destitute, am 
oldiged to veck tor some inCtUis of support. 

1 would not too sanguine of the pcnnanency of such 
a itionnatiou, hui there i& every thing to lio]>e. 11c.* 
imtuial disposition is not \iciou'>, and she is now sni- 
rouiiried U\ a <‘iicle of lefiiicd and Chiistiau innuencis 
which will Keep her in the right way. 1 believe that sht 
iS saved, and instead of being a jioor, blighted, los* 
rre'ature, passing thiough a swift dtclinc into an carh 
grave, she will lipen into a virtuous, noble, Chnsti.ii 
woniiin, — only liic more humble, and patient, and meek, 
fioiii her fiist smI experieuce. Arc there not Ininclreds Oa 
such young women, who might be saved by kindness and 
l)crsev4‘rane»e, but now float by us to ruiu without one arn 
being sti etched om lor their rescue ! li. 


THE ANCIXS OF THE CHILDREN.— No. II. 

• 

**T]]biu angels do always behold the face of their 
Father which is in heaven.*’ Precious words! But how 
doublyr comforting this assurance to those mourniDg 
liearts, from whom death has snatched their dearest 
Ueasuies ! Their tears are, perchanccj still watering those 
fair, early- withered flowers which, happily escaped from 
our ungenial clime, are already blooming in the new Eden, 
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fadeless blossoms of immortality. The 
scarcely lisped by those infantine lips on earthy is changed 
for ever into ceaseless praise ; and the little hands which, 
had. we kept them here, would have felt toil and weariness, . 
would have been often clasped in sadness, or wrung in 
hopeless grief, now grasp tlie victorious pAlm, or strike to 
seraph voices those golden harps once disjdayed to the 
enraptured gaze of the disciple whom Jesus loved.” 

1 knew a mother blest with these dear and too often 
idolized possessions* One, a sweet child who, like that 
infant priest of old, seemed consecrated even from his- 
birth — among many other treasured stories tliat memory 
fondly retains of his infant years — was wont, led by his own 
sweet inspiration, to kneel by that mother’s side and join 
the prayers of infancy to her maturer and maternal 
pleadings. Once, when the hoar was passed, and his pure 
orisons had not ascended in that double prayer — when the 
mother had interceded alone for the child, and his earnest 
eye had not gazed into hers, as with the rosy lips moving 
ill unison his infant supplications were wont to follow 
hers — that lovely babe, incapable of comprehending the 
cause, lisped with inquiring earnestness the words, Ybti 
pray God ’fore you go.” That little evangelist was spared 
to gild with the sunshine of his infant presence that 
mother’s world, but her first-born was called, in the early 
morning of his young life, into a day which shall, never 
know any night. Heaven called for its little citizen, and 
the summer flowers that hailed his birth bloomed, in their 
return, on his nt'w-made grave. In the quiver of death 
are many arrows for the little children, but none that ore 
ever shot at a venture., The one that struck this dear one 
contained no poison; and though' her choicest treasure 
was laid low, that mother could say, with the resignation 
of "Che pious Shunamite, It is well with the chUd.” * 

** ^Twas aii angel vbited the green earth, 

' And took idle flower away.” • 
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As he hy before her» looking so co^d iu his long slecyp, 
vith a smile playii g on those pale lips like a sunbeam on a 
bank of snow, what thought lould pro\e bO licaling to the 
wounds in that i^ateinal heart, as that the precious infant 
soul was for ever removed from the woes of earth, and that 
his angel-spirit would always behold the “late of his 
Father.** Oh ! mother, who readest these words, be this 
thy faith and the faith of thy litlde ones. Such duties as 
thine are indeed responsible, but .thy ptivileges equal them 
in weight. Though ceaseless thy iCares, yet there is grace 
sufficient for thee. Lead them, then, in those fair fields of 
infant piety where they, the precious lambs of Chiist’s 
fold, may go in and out and find pasture, so that living 
they may brighten thy patli and quicken the souls of their 
earthly parents — and that dying thou mayest say, wJbilc 
the flowers wave over the little graves, “ lii heaven thoir 
angels do always behold the face of my Father which is in 
heaven.’* Vrsper. 


A WORD TO BEREAVED MOTHERS. 

It is better to go to the house of mourning than to the 
house of feasting.” 1 have ever found it so ; and one v isit 
especially, which 1 made at no distant period to a bereaved 
mother, was the means of most important instruction. 1 
cannot forget the lesson, and would record it for the benefit 
of mothers “ refusing to be comforted.” This mother was 
'mourning "the death of a sweet, fair-haired girl of six, 
who,” as she said, “ had been sent to.her as a ray of joy 
and light in a dark hour.” She had died hut a few weeks 
before my youngest son, a lovely child of the same age, 
was called away. We were both mourners. While bowed 
down by sorrow myself, my heart was drawn out in 
syippathy "with another similarly afflicted. 

When 1 entered this house of mourning, I saw that 
the arrow had fixed itself in the soul of that mother, and I 
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'perceived in her, as it were, a picture of mjself, and was 
Startled. This mother, by refusing to acquiesce in the will 
of God, was bringing herself to an untimely grave. ^ It was 
evident, from the effects apparent, that Nature was taking 
revenge on the outv^ard frame for the disorder within. *I 
put to myself the question, “ Am I not* following in her 
footsteps ? AVhile God has left me other duties to dis- 
charge, can I be right in giving way to grief, which must 
unfit me for their performance, by undermining health, 
while it cannot restore to me the beloved one?” The 
impression was salutary. I determined, by 6od*s help, to 
make an effort to moderate sorrow, and the telp sought 
was obtained. ^ 

A few montlis after that visit, I stood by the dying bed 
of that sorrowing mother. While still refusing to be com- 
forted, another blow had fallen upon her ; her husband was 
cut down ill a moment.. Then, with sorrow, her wapt of 
submission under 4er former trial was acknowledged. But 
disease was rapidly doing its work on the mourner, and 
within a few months, child, husband, and mother, were all 
slumbering beneath the same turf. Mothers! beware of 
cherishing a rebellious unsubmissive spirit. Our children 
are blessings only lent, and when recalled, though ^th 
bleeding hearts, let us meekly breathe forth the prater, 
“ Father, not my will but thine be done.” 

A A,.C. C 

A DAY WITH THE COTTAGER'S WIEJlil AND 
HER BIBLE. — No. XV 

wimaiMo .Tsa rwumm. 

A FEW gay geraninma and ^fudhaias make (be e|Rtege 
window very cheerful and pleasant ; but they need care, and 
must be often watered. Let the cottage-motber, as she 
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pours the water over them, and observes how it freshens 
the tliirsty leaves, recall the promise made by God to oar 
thirsting souls : — “ I the Lord do keep it ; I will water 
it every moment : lest any hurt it, 1 will keep it night and 
Jay.’' — Isaiah xxvii. 3. The plant can fetch no water for 
itself, yet you do not leave it to perish ; you cannot supply 
the needs of your soul, but the Lord knows them, and 
promises to supply them all. 

DRAWING WATER FROM THE WELL. 

The well is deep, there is much labour in pulling up the 
heavy bucket, but the water is refreshing, nay more, it is 
absolutely necessary ; therefore the cottager cheerfully puts 
forth her strength to draw it up. With joy shall ye draw 
water out of the wells of salvation.” — Isaiah xii. 3. There 
is no refreshment like God’s salvation ; nay, it is a matter of 
life and death : .salvation is the one thing we cannot do with- 
out, It is offered freely, without mouipy and price. Oh! 
cottage-mother, draw with joy from this ever- flowing well. 
You will find labour and toil : none ever reached heaven 
asleep and with folded hands, but you shall be amply 
repaid. Y"ou drink earthly water and thirst again, but 
whoso drinks of the water Jesus gives, “ shall never thirst, 
but it shall be in him as a well of water springing up into 
everlasting life.” — John iv. 14. 


IlUllTABILITY IN ILLNESS. 

Those who are blessed with health can never know, till 
they are in their turn called upon to suffer, what heroic 
strength of spirit lies hidden under the mask of silent, un- 
complaining suffering. ]|ow strong the temptations are to 
be unrea^nable, pettish, repining— *how difficult it is to 
b4| grateful, and still more so to be amiable— when the 
iriitalion of every nerve renders the most skilful attendance 
irksome, and the deareiit- presence importune— when the 
virritated frame loathes ihe sunshine of a smile, and dreads 
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the tear and the cloud — vfrliere all is pniu^ and. weariness, 
and bitterness. * 

Let tlie healthy lay these things ever to heart, and while 
the^ bcrupulously perform their duty, wliile tliey reverence 
aud almost adore the fortitude and patience of the gentle • 
and resigned, kt them have pity upon many a poor and 
querulous sufferer , upon their side, let the sick not forget 
that the reveience, adoration, and love, thus excited, are 
a') the elixir of life to their often vkcaried and overtaxed 
attendants ; quickening them to exertion by the sweetest 
of influences, instead of exhausting them with the struggle 
to perform an ungrateful duty. 


THE TALLEN LEAVES. 

Wn stand among the fallen haves, 
Yuung ciiiidren at our play, 

And laugh to bce the things 

Go rustling on thiir \ii<iy ; 

Riglit merrily we hunt them down — 

The autumn windo and we — 

Nor pause to gaze where snow-drifts lie, 
Or sunheanib gild the tree, 
itli dancing fett we leap along 
Whcie wuheicd boughs are strewn , 
Nor past nor future checks our song, 

TJu present is oui ow n. 

We bt ind among the fallen leaves, 

In ^ outh's enchanting «>pring ; 

Winn 11op<*(who wearieb at the last) 
Fir^t bpreada her eagle wing. 

We tie.id with steps of conscious strength 
Bi ii( ath the leafless trees ; 

And thf colour kindles on our cheek, 

Ab blows the Winter breeze. 

WJiile gazing toward the cold grey skj, 
Clouded with snow and ram , 

Wc wish the old yiar all pa-^sed by, 

And the young spring come again. 
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We stand amoiij; the Killcn leavi*>, 

In nmiilidod’s haujjlity prime - 
W*ieii Hist our }KiTitin^ iieait"> tn^iu 
To love the olden lime; *' 

And as we ue bi«Ii to iliiiik 
How miiuy jeur*' ]ia\e passed. 

Since ’neatli cold and fadnl trees 
Our loetsteps wandered Jabt ; 

And old coiiijninioiib — now pncliaueo 
EstiHiiged, forgot, or dead — 

Comi* loiind ns as those autumn Itnvcs 
Arc crushed beneath our tiead 

We stand beneath the fallen leaver, 

In our own outiinin day, 

And tott’ring on our feeble steps, 

Piii’sue our cheer1e»ti way. 

Wc look not back — too long ago 
Hath nil we loved been lo**! ; 

Nor forward — for we may not Ii\e 
To see our new hope crossed ; 

But on we go — the sun's taint beam 
A fetble svurrath impaits; 

Childhood, without its jo), returns — 

The present fills our hearts. 

II OK. Mns, Norton. 


HINTS ON EDUCATION.— No. III. 

The subjugation of the xvill to the dictates of a higher 
• law must be eudeavoured, if We would succeed, almost in 
infancy* and in very little things. Children must first 
obey their parents and those who have the care of them 
The habit of sacrificing the will to another’s judgment being 
thus acquired, the mind is prepared to sacrifice the will to 
the judgment pronounced within itself Show, in every 
practicable case, vshy you cross the inclinations of a child. 
Let obedience be as little blind as may be. It is a great 
failing of some parents that they will not descend from the 
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imperative mood ; tbut they seem to think it a. derogation 
from their authority to place their orders npcna auy^ other 
foundation than their wills. But if the child sees— and 
chUdren are wonderfully quick-sighted in sucli things — if 
the child sees that tlie mil is that which governs his < 
parent, how should he efficiently learn that jhe mil should 
not govern himself ? The internal law carries with it the 
voucher of its own reasonableness. A person does not 
need to be told that it is proper and right to obey that kw : 
the peiiception of this rectitade and propriety is coinddent 
with the dictates themselves. Let the parent, then, very 
frequently refer his son and his daughter to tlicir own 
minds ; let him teach them to seek for instruction there. 
There arc dangers on every hand, and dangers even here. 
The parent must refer them, if possible, not merely to 
conscience, but to enlightened conscience. He must 
unite the two branches of moral education, and comnauni- 
cate the knowledge while he endeavours to induce the 
practice of morality. Without this, his children may obey 
their conscience and yet he in error, perhaps in fanaticism. 
With it he may hope tliat their conduct may he both con- 
scientious, pure, and right. Nevertheless, an habitual 
reference to the internal law is the great> the primary con- 
cern, for the great majority of a man’s moral perceptions 
are in accordance with truth. 


•A HOME SCENE. 

THE CRITICAL MOMENT. 

Six-AND-TWfiWTY ycafs have passed atwiy since ithte 
6ircamstances took place to which 1 now refer, and cttefeL 
then I had not entered on my teens ; ” but they as 
^vid at this moment as they were on the day after ti^y 
happened. The review of this Scene 'has frequently done 
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me good , ^nd the object of publishing it i% that it maj 
provcf bene ill lal to others. 

Myfath(r’s master dealt extensively in cattle, and, 
being expert, 1 uas often engaged to attend the markets 
. far and near Mj companions were au old man whose 
conversation was anything but protitable, and an un- 
principled youth who was my superior m years. In this 
school I was much indebted to preventing and restraining 
grace. I was remunerated according to the distance I 
had to walk, receiving one shilling, fifteen-pc lire, or eighteen- 
pence, which was alwavs most cheerfully deposited in my 
mother’s hand on my rc< urn home. On the day in which was 
the critical moment, I received the highest remuneration. 

In those days raffles ” were common , almost all 
parties attended them, but at home the evils of these 
things were clearly pointed out and before 1 (ould be 
found in one of thoae unhallowed scenes, many strong pre- 
judices had to be overcome At the period referred to, 
however, by the taunts and pcisuasions of my companions 
I was made to yield, ^ and 1 stood, an unhappy and con- 
demned culprit, in the midst of a motley gioup, eagerly 
trying my fortune Cvery copper I staked was lost, so 
that T obtained none of the beautiful and tempting apples. 
Through disappointment and remorse I left the company, 
and hastened homewards Never hefou, to such an ex- 
tent, had 1 felt the pangs of an accusing conscience It 
was early on a winter’s eve, when the silvery moon and the 
• twinkling stars shone bnght, and when the piercing frost 
had firmly bound a tbiii sprinkling of snow which covered 
the grciund. The road 1 had to travel stretched along the 
side of a plantation. Heaven and eaith now seemed to 
frown upon me, and the sound of my own feet and the 
rustling of the leaves filled me with fear and dread, 
— appiehciiaive that some unwelcome object would over- 
take me And still the question was uppei most, “ How 
can I visit home ^ ” Sequel next month 



FHAGMBNT^ FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 


210 


A BEAUTIFUL ALLEGORY. 

A TRAVELLER, ivho Spent some of his time in Turkey, 
relates a beautiful parable, which was told him by a 
dervish, and which seemed even more beautiful than 
Sterne’s celebrated figure of the Accusing Spirit and 
Recording Angel. “Everyman,” says the dervish, “has 
two angels — one on his right shoulder and another on the 
left. When he does anything good, the nngel on his right 
shoulder writes it down, and seals it, because what is done 
is done for ever. When he has done evil, the angel on his 
left shoulder writes it down. He waits till midnight. If 
before that time the man bows down his head, and 
exclaims, * Gracious Allah ! I have sinned, forgive me !’ 
the angel rubs it out ; and if not, at midnight he seals it, 
and the angel upon the right shoulder weeps.” 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

PUA\ MUCH, PRAY WELL. 

Felix Nefk once made the following comparison: — 
“When a pump is frequently used, but little pains are 
necessary to have water ; the water pours out at the firs^ 
stroke, because it is high. But if tlie pump has not been 
used for a time, the water gets low ; and when you ^rant it 
you must pump a long while, and the water comes only 
after great elForts. It is so with prayer; if we are* 
instant in prayer,* every little circumstance awakens the 
disposition to pray, and desires and works are* always 
ready. But if we neglect prayer, it is difficult for us to 
pray, for the water iu the well gets low.” 

THE MIND AND THE DARK LANTERN. 

What surrounds us, reflects more or less that which Js 
within us. The mind is like one of those dark lanterns 
which, in spite of everything, throw some light ar4)und. If 
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our tastes not reveal our character, they would be no 
longer tastes but instincts. 

‘ LITTLE TlIlNCiS. 

Drop?* iTiake the boundless ocean, and particles lift the 
everlasting hills. Little: kiiidncsse.s and attentions are the 
sugar of life. 

THE LIFE OF A MAN. 

As the rose-tree is corriposcd of the sweetest flowers and 
the sharpest thorns - as the heavens are sometimes over- 
cast and sometimes fair, alternately tempestuous and 
serene — J»o is the life of man intermingled with hopes and 
fears, with joys and sorrow.s with pleasures and ]i;uns. 


NOTICES OV KOOKS. 

The Earli/ Choice; n Jhuk for Daughter a. Ily li»o liev. W. E. 
TwhKDiK, D.O. LortiUm : Nehmi. 

A valuable book for our daufifhters, illusliated 1»> (Mracts from 
variuub lutturstu^ toemoirs. 

The Happy Life; and The Starting in Life. Ijoiidon : Nelson. 

Two girt-booka. for our Sunday-school lad.^ and lassi*-? who ore 
going into the wide, wide world. ThU class f»f yoin:^ people demand 
our attention. 

Short Pratjere for ^ Every Day m the IVeok. B\ tin* Kev. U. 
• SiiKPUEHD. Loudon: Wertheim and Co. 

We are olten uisked for a little work of tliis kind by {K>c)r mothers, 
and we cordially leconiiru-uid this as a help tor tbcin. 

Frieftdly Advice on the Lord^v Supper. Ky Rev. K. Shkimieku. 
London : I latcliard. 

A useful little tract, that may do good to any and nil deiiominations. 

Verses and Hymns fbi' Little Children. IjOiidnn : W ard and Co. 

A prottf Vittle book for pretty little people. 

The Memorial of Jesus. By Rev. J. R. Lejfcuit.d. With Eemmrks 
on Sacramentat Commtmian. By the Kev. Dr. Lkifchild. 
I^undon : Ward and Co. 

A* cheap and valuable little work, pressing hoine the duty ot 
reutqpibenng the best of all departed friends. 

Lii$te Mary Ann, London: Society' for Tronioting Rcligiotts 
Ksowledge. 
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LIFE A VOYAGE. 

Wfi like to contemplate this life, this world, and all our 
passage through it, and to compare it to thc^ ocean, and to 
the mariner urging his way across its troubled and ever- 
varying waters; and then to consider heaven as being 
faintly shadowed by the j)orl or haven, where reside the 
dearest friends and kindred of the voyager, and where his 
heart and best aifections arc continually flying, and where 
he fain would himself be. Now and then, 

“ By faith we see that land, 

That port of endless rest 

and every glimpse we are enabled to catch through the 
mists and clouds of frail mortality only serves to endear 
that land to our souls, and to make us still more desirous 
to be gone. And can it be that we shall fall short of it ? 
Oh ! no ; for it is God the Uoly Ghost who hath given us 
a desire to depart from sin, and from a sinful world, to be 
with Christ, which is far better. Let us then endeavour 
to expand the wings of faith, and to urge ou our course 
homeward, still trusting — 

That we shall reach the heavenly shore, 

Where sins and pains distress no more.’' 

Mother ! the voyage of life will soon be over with you, and 
your children ; are you all prepared to meet at the right- 
hand of the Judge, ready to go into the haven of eternal 
rest? Another year of your short life is nearly gone. 
The recording angel wiU soon clo^ his book for 1855. 
What is written there, of our omissions and commissions, 
of our neglected or remembered and mmesdy-directed 
efforts, the day will declare. Will it be said ot each of 
us — ** She has done what she coidd?” 
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There are few mothers, rich or poor, who have no 
experienced pain and sorrcT^. Yet there are fewer wh( 
will not also feel that in the most desolate circumstaneei 
their lot has been a happy one, compared with that of thi 
poor woman whose story we are about to give. 

Last July, the brig Enterprise ” was on her wa} 
home to England from South America, when she became 
so injured by a heavy gale that she was fast sinking, Inc 
after much trouble the long-boat, which had also beer 
much hurt, was got into the water, and a few provisions 
hastily thrown into her. The captain's wife, who had 
been taken in labour after the storm began, was then 
obliged to rise from her bed ; and while^the sea was run- 
ning so high as to make it a work of great danger to keef 
the boat alongside of the ship at all, she had to stand 
and watch her opportunity to jump down into it, which 
she did. This boat was twenty-two feet long, her sails 
could not be found, and an old one was substituted instead ; 
and seventeen human beings pached themselves into her, 
thankful for that frail separation between them and pre- 
sent death. 

» Consigning themselves to His care who ordereth all 
things, they abandoned the sinking ship, to steer foi 
Monte Video, eight hundred miles distant. The boat 
leaked so badly, as to keep one man constantly employed 
in baling out the water. On the third day, another gale 
sprung up, and towards morning the child was born. 
Every boar threatened them with destruction, but the 
wind abated awhile. On the sixth day, their water began 
to run short, another gale sprang up, and blew their sail 
to utoms, washing their compass overboard at the same 
time. However, it also di^ away, leaving them stiU 
afle^ ; but, alas ! discipline was gone. The men persisted 
in drinkmg salt-water, and three died raving mad. 
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Blankets and sheets ^cre stitched together •(they Imd 
formed a sort of screen round the poor woman^ who was 
stretched out in the bottom of the boat), and another ^sail 
was at; last set. On the tenth day, a third gate sprung up, 
their hearts died within them, and despair took possession 
of all* Yet the feeble wail of the new-born* babe was still 
heard, amid the angry roar of the huge waves, and the still 
more savage yells of the maddened seamen, who had 
indulged their craving thirst with constant draughts of 
salt-water. On the twelfth day a ship was seen, she 
appeared to be steering towards tlilm , suddenly the wind 
shifted, andf the ship’s head was wider; it turned from 
them — they were not seen. Frantically did the remainder 
of this enfqiebled crew exert their povierlcss arms to pull 
after her; but the distance increased, and an agonising 
burst of tears spoke their anguish. But for those tears, 
perhaps, all would have died ; but the relief was immense. 

By wringing their blanket-sail, after several showers, 
they had collected enough water to keep life in their 
bodies. On the fourteenth day another ship was seen ; 
and after a few hours of intense expectation, the certainty 
that they were seen came over them like a blessed vision 
of forgneness to a contrite sinner. They were still four 
hundred miles off Monte Yidco when rescued. One lad, 
died a few hours after they were taken on board, and a 
iifth afterwards. The mother and child (adds the writer, 
from whose letter these extracts were taken, and who after- 
wards was their fellow- voyager) are now (Septembef llth) 
strong and hearty. * 

Let every being that hath breath praise the Lordibr Ilis 
goodness ! The survivors of this wonderful shipwreck dl 
returned public thanksgiving at Monte Video. This frail, 
unconscious babe lived through hardships which destroyed, 
in that brief fourteen days, five human lives. But remem- 
ber, mothers, in all that time it breathed the free, pure 
air of God’s giving. Babes cannot live, and do not live, 
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in the, stilling air of close rooms, or where the whole 
atmosphere around reeks with untold and unsuspected, yet 
still deadly poison. Like little birds they droop and die ; 
yet, strange to say, meit know they cannot keep a bird 
alive, where yet they try to keep a child. Think of this, 
mothers, and* you may yet keep the young lives which 
God has given you, which were never meant thus to perish, 
to bring up for His honour, His service, and His work in 
the world. 

OPPORTUNITY. 

A CHERUB watcher studied, from the outskirts of Paradise, 
the ways and works of men ; apd, behold, one of his own 
race flitted perpetually hither and thither, with motions so 
fleet that even his quick eye could scarcely keep his track. 
He visited the old nfan with grey hairs, and the little child 
rejoicing in the vi^ur of its young life; the matron and the 
maiden ; the king in the pomp of power, and the outcast 
perishing in want ; the pride of the whole country, and the 
condemned criminal in his cell. He whispered an instant 
in the car of each, and then, within one or the other of the 
volumes he bore, he wrote the answer, inaudible to all but 
him. And the cherub saw that one of them blazed with 
light, and the few characters traced within it were more 
dazzling than the summer’s sun ; but the other was full of 
a story, black with the hue of the nether world, and it 
cast over all surrounding ol^ects the gloom of evening 
shadows. 

Now and then the angel opened the volumes, and showed 
tbeir contents to those he visited. Some jested loudly, but 
with a feigned and hollow glee ; some put them sternly 
aside ; some cursed them with shut teeth, and hands 
clenched in the convulsive movements of despair ; and some 
wept in penitence till their tears washed out long sentences i 
from the. ebon hook, leaving blank its accusing pages. And 
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haod in hand with Death came the angel ever with h^ 
strange chronicles, before which the bravest i#* spirit 
quailed and shuddered, and even the pure trembled and 
grew pale. Then .the cherub sped back to his teacher/ and 
asked what was the name of tliat minister, who so inflexibly - 
held his course^ neither daunted nor turned aside, nor 
bribed into silence or untruth. The archangel looked 
kindly on the sweet earnest face upturned to his, and 
answered, “ His name is Opportunity, and by bis records 
shall all men be judged in the latter day.*’ 


A HOME SCENE. 

THE CRITICAL MOMENT. ^NO. IT. 

Never before had I felt reluctant to visjt home, but sin 
is an evil and a bitter thing, not on|y alienating God and 
man, but also separating chief friends. All seemed happy 
as they surrounded a comfortable fireside, cheerfully waiting 
my return. But all were astonished at my confused and 
self-condemned appearance, especially as I did not give to 
my mother the wages of the day. I was asked if I was 
well ? if 1 had been at the raffle ? and if I had obtained the 
accustomed fee 1 Then I was chargeable with indiflUrence, 
prevarication, and falsehood. I was willingly drawn into A 
combination of evils. 

The smallness of the sum mentioned as the reward for 
my day’s work excited suspicion. Alas ! the bitterness of. 
that moment ! I had never before so grieved my parents ; 
hitherto my father placed in me implicit confidence. Led 
captive by the tempter, and carried ay&y by a deceitful 
heart, I became sullen and reckless.' No remonstrance 
moved me ; melting appeals hardened my wicked heart. 
The delightful exercise of family worship was comnaenced, 
but I could not, and did not, conduct, as usual, the 
psalmody. A suitable portion of Scripture was read/ but 
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mj heart'was steeled against all impressions. Whilst all 
the mtmbers of the family cheerfully , bowed before the 
throne of grace, I, with great reluctance, bent my knees 
before God. But as soon as my father began to pray, and 
to pray for me — when I listened to his earnest entreaties, 
littered with a half-stifljed voice— and when 1 heard the 
sighs of my mother, and the sobs of my sisters,, my heart 
was moved, and before I had opportunity to confess my 
folly, it was ready to break. 

I rose from my knees a humble sinner, and frankly con- 
fessed all that I had done. This awful struggle brought 
on a fit of sickness, which confined me to bed the follow- 
ing day. 1 contemplate this critical moment, even now, 
with peculiar and mingled emotions. It was the turning 
point in my history. It led me to the Divine Saviour, 
whose blood dcanseth from all sin. Heavenly wisdom was 
granted to my parents, and they were enabled to pursue a 
safe course. ** Not unto us, O Lord, not unto us, but unto 
thy name give glory, for thymercy,and for thy truth’s sake.** 
The lessons which parents may learn from the above 
in the management of their children, in peculiar circum- 
stancee, are tenderness, firmness, faithfulness and prayer. 

D. 


AN UNEXPECTED SUMMONS. 

The young person, on whom the following lines w'ere 
written, met a melancholy death ; she was filling a tea-pot 
by the fire when her thin dress caught the flame, causing 
her almost sudden departure to the world of spirits. Be 
ye alsoceady.** . 

ON THE DEATH OF A SISTER WHILE ABSENT 
FROM HOMfe. 

Swe6t sister, is it so ? And shall 1 see 

• Thy face on earth no more? And didst thou breathe 
Thy last sad pang of agonising life 
Upon a strangers pillow ? No kind hand 
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Of parent or of sister near to press 
Tliy throbbing temples, wlien the shuddering dew 
Started upon them T 
\\ ould that it had been thy lot for me 
* ^Vith one weeping prayer to gird thy soul 
Tor its last struggle ! Would that 1 had seen 
That peaceful smile which death did leave, the day 
After his conquest o'er it ! 

Bat the turf 

O'er thy lone grave was trodden while I deemed 
That thou wert musing o^er domestic duty, 

Lo^'ing and loved, amid the serving band. 

As ^st we left thee. 

Sister, toils and ills 

PIcncpforth are past ; for knowledge without pain — 

A free, translucent, everlasting’ tide — * 

Doth fill thy spiiit Thou no more hast need 
Of man's protecting arm ; for thou mayst lean 
On His unchanging throne who was thy trust 
E'en from thy early days. 'Tis well ! 'Tis well ! 

Saviour of souK ! I thank tbec fur her bliss ! 

JiuffhtoH, Sepf, 1*2, lb JO, J. 11, II, 

PAGE FOR YOUNG MOTHERS, 

INFANT PRAYLR. 

To the Editor of ‘‘ The Mothers' Ftiend^ 

“ Prayei is the simplest form of speech, 

That infant lips can try." 

B£I^u a constant reader of your excellent little magazim*, 
and feeling the irnpoitancc of curly training iiifunl lip'^ to lisp 
their little wants at a throne ol grace, 1 venture to relate the 
following circumstance, which came under my owa ohsevvA- 
tiou; trusting (if you think it worthy iiisertiou) it may 
encourage young mothers ia their happy task, and stimulate to 
increased prayerfuluess. 

When Bessie w'as only tw(f years of age, her favourite 
nurse was taken ill, and being confined to her bed for *sojne 
days, the child missed her playful companion, and begged her 
mamma to iiermit her to go op stairs and hjc her. Her request 
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was at first i^efused, but as she asked again so imploringly, per- 
mission was given, if she would return quickly. Promising to 
do so, she was soon by the bedside of her servant, and inquiring 
if she wanted anything. No, love,’’ was her nurse’s reply, 
“ only to get well and come down stairs again.” It was 
enough. 

Little Bessie crept upon her knees by the bedside, and 
prayed, “ Pray, God, make Mary well again and rising, she 
said afiectioimtely, There, ?»lary, you will soon be well ; for 
I have asked God to make you well, and I Itnoio He will.” 
Had a mother seen that little child of two years thus exercising 
faith and prayer, w'ould it not Lave caused the maternal tears to 
flow ?' The servant soon recovered, and may we not believe it 
was in answer to that simple prayer — because of that simple 
faith ? Oh, yes ! God’s ears are open to the feeblest utterance. 

" “And voices e’en may raise 

Their tiny notes of }}raypr and praise.” 

Mothers, take encouragement, and still persevere in leading 
your babes to Christ, and point them tp His throne of grace. 
‘‘Be not weary in well doing,” though you may not just now 
see the fruits of your labour, yet the promise is on record — “ Ye 
shall reap, if ye faint not.” Indue season be not impa- 
tient and cease, because of your little success ; remember the 
promise, “ Cast thy bread upon the waters, and thou shall find 
it after many days !” 

Bessie’s Auntie. 

, November 13///, 18 j5. 


THE BOY'S.— No. IV. 

THE merchant’s SONS. 

Several years ago, the son of a mercliant graduated at 
one of the grammar schools, wdth the highest honours of 
his class, and received a medal. Two years later, the same 
merchant had another son graduated at the same school 
and ^th the same literary distinction, receiving the medal 

as his'Jbrother had done before him. In this second class 

>■ ♦' 

there was an Irish boy, of very poor parentage, but who 
was distinguished for his good behaviour and fine attain- 
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merits as a scholar, and who for a long time had been the 
rival of the merchant’s son. Several times it was bdieved 
that he would outstrip his associate in study, and obtain 
the pcizc. These boys, though widely separated in their 
worldly condition and prospects, and though they were* 
competitors for the highest reward conferred in the school, 
yet were fast friends. 

A few days after the public examination, and the award 
of the medal, the master of the school received a joint 
note from the two sons of the merchant, enclosing a large 
sum of money, which they desired him to appropriate to 
the benefit of their Irish friend and rival, in such manner 
as he should deem most suitable. Thus, this* poor boy, 
though not very likely to be much connected in future 
life with his richer associates, will have a perpetual remem- 
brance of the kind and delicate attention of bis school- 
companions and friends. 


« TIIOU’RT AWA, AWA ” 

In the spring of 1S39, a sad bereavement darkened my 
household, and for n time left me little heart to pursue my 
wonted amusements, literary or scientific. We had been 
visited ten months after our marriage by a little girl, 
whose presence had added not a lj|tle to our happiness ; 
home became more emphatically such from the presence 
of the child, who in a few mouths had learned so well to 
know its mothers and in a few more to take its stand in 
the nurse’s arms, at an upper window that cbbimanded the 
street, and to recognise and make signs to its father as he 
approached the house. Its few little words, too, had a 
fascinating interest to our ears ; our own names, lisped in 
a language of its own every time we approached, and the, 
simple Scotch vocable, Awa, awa,’* which it knew how to 
employ in such plaintive tones as we retired, and that used 
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to come back upon ns in recollection like an echo from the 
grave/ when (its brief visit over) it had left us for ever, and 
its fair face and silken hair lay in darkness amid the clods of 
the churchyard. In how short a time had it laid hold of 
onr affections I Two brief years before, and we knew it 
not ; and now it seemed as if the whole world could not fill 
the void which it left in our hearts. 

We buried it beside the old chapel of St« Regulos, with 
the deep rich woods all around, save where an opening in 
front commands the distant land and the blue sea, and 
, where the daisies, which it had learned to love, mottle, 
star*Hke, the mossy mounds; and where birds, whose 
songs its ear had become skilful enough to distinguish, 
pour their notes over its grave. The following simple, but 
truthful stanzas, which I found among its mother's papers, 
seem to have been written in this place — sweetest of 
burying-grounds— a few weeks after its burial, when a 
chill and backward spring, that bad scowled upon its lin- 
gering illness, broke out at once into genial summer : — 

Thou'rt '^awa, awa '' from tby rootheris side, 

And “ awa, awa " from tliy father’s knee ; 

ThonVt “awa^’ from our blessing, our care, our caressing, 
But from our hearts tliou’it never be. 

All things, dear child, that were wont to please tliee, 

Are roimd thee \|pre in beauty bright ; 

There’s musks rare in the cloudless air, 

And the earth is teeming with living delight. 

Thou’rt ^‘awa from tlie bursting spring-time, 

Though o’er thy head its green bouglis wave ; 

The lambs are leaving their little foot^prints, 

Upon the turf of thy new-made grave. 

And art thou ‘‘ awa,” and awa ” for ever ? 

That little face, that tender frame ; 

That voice which first, in sweetest accents, 

Called me the mother’s thrilling name. 
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That head, of nature's finest moulding, 

Those eyes, the deep night's ether blue, 

Where sensibility its shadows 
Of ever-changing meaning threw : 

"Thy sweetness, patience under suffering, 

All promised us an opening day 

Most fair^ and told that to subdue thee * 

Would need but love's most gentle swa^ . 

Ah me ! 'twas here I tliouglft to lead thee, 

And tell thee what are life and death, 

And raise thy serious thought’s fiist waking 
To Him who holds our every breath. 

And does my selfish heart then grudge thee, 

That angels are thy teachers now ; 

That glory, from thy Savioui's presence, 

Kindles the crown about thy brow ? 

0 no I to mo eartli must be lonelier, 

AVanting thy voice, tby hand, thy love j 

Yet dost thou dawn a star of promise, 

Mild beacon to the world above. • 

IIu&H Miller. 


A DAY WITH THE COTTAGEIVS WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE. — No. Xyi. 

THE RETURN OF TIIR MASTER OP THE HOUSE. 

The husband and father’s return at evening is one* of 
the jileasantest circumstances of daily cottage-life. An 
affectionate wife is preparing for it through the ^y ; she 
arranges her work that she may get through, duifbig his 
absence, anything that would make the house uncomfort- 
able. She watches the clock to know when to expect him, 
that a clean hearth and cheerful blaze may greet him ; his 
children listen for his footsteps, and each is eager to open 
the door. He whom they are expecting is very dear, and 
he has been toiling all day ; he cannot be greeted with too 
much love on his return. There is one who condescends 
to call himself the husband of His people. Ue is absent 
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now, but He«has seat word that He will return. Surely 
I come V|uickly.’* Rev. xxii. 2. He has commanded all in 
His house to watch for Him, Mark xiii. 32 — 37. Cottage- 
mother, you watch for the return of your husband, do 
jou ever think of the return of Jesus ? Are you pre- 
I)aring for His coming ? Do you ever long for Him ? Is 
your heart as a house prepared for Him ? Is disorder and 
defilement cleared away, and a bright flame of love burning 
to welcome Him ? Do you talk to your children of Him 
as you do of their absent father, striving to awaken love 
and gratitude in their young hearts towards Him ? You 
know not when He will return. Behold, He says, “ I 
come as a thief; blessed is he that watcheth and keepeth 
his garments.” Rev. xvi. 1.5. 

LIGHTING A CANDLE, 

The darkness of evening comes on, the cottage-mother 
takes down her candlestick, and sets up a candle. She 
then places it where it wall give most light through the 
room. ‘‘Neither do men light a candle, and put it under 
a bushel, but in a candlestick, and it giveth light to all 
that are in the house.” Matt. v. 15. Christians are God’s 
candles ; he means them to give light in a dark world ; 
he means them to show to ungodly men what a lovely 
thing religion is, what a happy thing religion is. Chris- 
tian cottage-mother, how does your light shine? There 
arc d^erent kinds of candles ; some very large candles 
that can give much light, some little farthing rushlights. 
Never mind how small your candle is, only let it shine 
brightly. ^ 


MEMORY. 

Many are discouraged from reading the Scriptures, 
because, as they say, their memories are so treacherous 
and unfaithful they can retain nothing. More pains will 
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supply this defect. Memory is the souVs steward^ and if 
thou findcst it unfaithful, call it the oftener to accotint. A 
^ esscl set under the fall of a spring cannot- leak faster than 
it is supplied. A constant dropping of this hearenly 
doctrine into the memory will keep it, that though it he* 
leaky yet it never shall be empty. If Sqripture truths do ' 
not enrich the memory, yet they may purify the heart.- We 
must not measure the benefit we receive from the.Word 
according to what of it remains, but according to what 
^ effect it leaves behind. Lightning, you know, than which 
nothing sooner vanishes away, often breaks and melts the 
hardest bodies, and most firm bodies,- in its sudden passage. 
Such is the irresistible force of the Word; the Spirit often 
darts it through us, it seems like a flash and gone, and yet 
it may break and melt down our hard hearts before it, when 
it leaves no impression ajt all upon our memories. I have 
heard of one, who returning from an affecting sermon, 
higlily commended it to some, and being demanded what he 
remembered of it, answered, Truly I remember nothing 
at all, but only while I beard it, it made me resolve to live 
better, and so, by God’s grace, I will.” To the same 
purpose I have, somewhere, read a story of one who com- 
plained to an aged holy man that be was much discouraged 
from reading the Scriptures, because he could fasten nothing- 
upon his memory that he read. The old hermit (for so 
I remember he was described) bade him lake an earthen 
pitcher, and fill it with water ; when he had dfine it he 
bade him empty it again, and wipe it out clean, 'that nothing 
should remain 'in it, which, when the other had done and' 
wondered to what tliis tended, " Jfow,” said he, ‘‘ though 
there be nothing of the water remaining in it, yet the 
pitcher is cleaner than it was before; so, though thy memory 
retain nothing of the Word, thou readest, yet thy heart is. 
the cleaner for its very passage through .” — Bishop Hopkins, 
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y O SLT MiiSRFTi, Tousc thpc ’ deipi'^e «ot the truth 
Give, ghe tliy Creator the d.\\a ol thy youth * 

Wh\ Stan Jest thou idle the day breuketh, bt ( * 
The Loid oi the vincyaid ib waiting foi thee ’ 

‘‘ Sweet Spirit, by thy power, 

Giriut me yet anothei hour , 

£al]^ pleabures I would prove, 

Etti tidy joy and carthlj love, 

Scaicdy ^et hab dawjud the day, 

Swttfesit Spiiit wait, Ipia\/’ 

sivaji AM) MMfr iroLRs. 

O loiterer, cease thee* tlu morn weaia apace ' 
Then squander no longei thy itmnant of giace , 

But habte while thcreS tune, with thy Mastci agic 
The Lord of* the vineyaid stands waiting for thee.’ 
Gentle Spirit, pllth^e stay. 

Brightly beams the early day. 

Let me linger in these bowers, 

God dial! htuc my noon-tidc liouis , 

Chide me not foi my dU ly , 

Gentle wait, I piaj.” 

J-LEYKNITI HOUR 

O sinner, rouse thee * thy moiuing is past* 
Already the shadows are lengthening fast ; 

Escape for thy life ^ from the daik mountains tk 
The Lord of the vinejard yet waitcth for thee 
Spirit, cease thy inoumtul lay , 

Leave me to ui j self, I pray ' 

Eaith hath flung htr spell around me. 
Pleasure's silken chain bath bound me. 
Wlien the sun hib path hath trod. 

Spirit, then I'll turn to God.” 

Hark f borne on the wind is the bell's solemn toll, 
'Tis mournfully pealing the knell ot a soul — 

Of a soul that despise d the kind teachings of truth, 
.And gave to the w orld the best hours of his y outh , 
The Spiiit’s sw eet pleadings and stnvingb are o'er , 
The liord of the t jnej aid stands waiting no more. 
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FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOl^MTS. * 

CIlILDRrN. 

1 BLMrMBER a gTcat raan coming to my house atWaUham^ 

’ 1(1 seeing all iny children standing in the order of their ^ 
age and stature^ he said, These arc they that make ricK 
men poor ; but he straight received tliis*'answeru **Nay, 
my lord, these are they that make a poor man rich ; for 
there is not one of these whom wc would part with for all 
your wealth .” — Bishop Halts Life. 

Tlir LII-ECT 01 COLD WORDS. 

Cold words will break a fine heart, as winter's frost doeit 
a cr}stal \asc. 

HOW TO WEIGH A rRIEND, 

Prosperity is no just scale; adversity is the only balance 
to weigh a friend. 

PARE\r\L ArrtCTION, 

Call not a man wretched who, whatever else he suffers 
as to })<iiii inflicted or plca^iures denied, has a child for 
whom he hopes, and on whom he doats. Poverty may 
gnud him to the dust, obscurity mu\ cast its darkest 
mantle oa er him, the song of the gay may be far from bia 
dwelling, his face may be unknown to his neighbours, and 
hid voice be unheeded by those among whom he dwells; 
even pain may rack his joints and sleep may flee liis pillcviv, 
but he has a gem with which he would not part for wealth 
defying computation, for fame Ailing a world’s «ar8, for 
the luxury of the highest health, or for the sweetest sleep 
that ever sat upon a mortal’s eyelid. 

THE BIBLE. ^ 

There is no book upon which we can rest ih a dying 
moment but the Bible. 

NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

The Bnitith Wbriman — The Band qf Hope Review — Ths Bdnd nf 
Hope Almanack. Londoa : Partridge and Oakey. 

Ibese little works are deserving the attention of all classes.^ 
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